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RS. Elizabeth Rowe, not more admired for her 
fine writings by the ingenious that did not know 
her, than efteemed and loved by all her acquaintance, 
for the many amiable qualities of her heart, was born 
at Ilcheſter in Somerſetſhire, Sept, 11, 1674, being the 
eldeſt of three daughters of Mr. Walter Singer, a gen- 
| tleman of a good family, and Mrs. Elizabeth Portnell, 
N bdoth of them perſons of very great worth and piety. 
j + Mr. Singer was not a native of the town now men- 
tioned, nor an inhabitant, before his impriſonment 
| there for his non-cooformity in the reign of King 
| Charles II. Mrs. Portnell thinking herſelf obliged 
to viſit thoſe that ſuffered for the ſake of a good con- 
| ſcience, as a tefiimony” of her regard, not to them 
only, but alſo to our common Lord, agreeable to the 
repreſentation he himſelf makes of ſuch kind and chriſ- 
4 tian offices: It was from hence that acquaintance firſt 
commenced between theſe two virtuous and well-pair- 
& ed minds, which afterwards proceeded to an union that 
| death alone could diſſolve. And this it did too ſoon 
: for the mouruful ſurvivor, if the tendereſt afteRion 
"+4 © - might be judge, and for the world, which can badly — 
bear to loſe any, and much more ſuch eminent exam - 
ples of virtue and religion in the ſeveral ſcenes and 
relations of life, Till her death Mr. Singer reſided at 
Ilcheſter, but not long after removed into the neigh- 
bourhood of Frome in the ſame county, where he 
a4 


| t v 
became ſo well known and diſtinguiſhed for his good 
ſenſe, primitive integrity, ſimplicity of manners, un- 
common prudence, activity and faithfulneſs in diſ- 
charging the duties of his ſtation, inflexible adherence 
to his principles, and at the ſame time truly catholic 
ſpirit, as to be held in high eſteem, even by perſons of 
ſuperior rank: My Lord Weymouth, who was reck- 
oned a very good judge of men, not, only writing to 
him, but honouring him with his viſits; as did the 
devout Biſhop Kenn very frequently, ſometimes once 
a week; ſuch a charm is there in unaffeted goodneſs, 


and ſo naturally do kindred ſouls, warmed and aftuated 


by the ſame heavenly paſſion, and purſuing the fame 
glorious end, run and mingle together with the greateſt 
pleaſure, after they are once acquainted, notwithg 
ſtanding any accidental diverſity of ſentiments in ſome 
ſmaller things. I mention this to the honour of that 
venerable Biſhop as well as of Mr. Singer. But the 
public will be beſt pleaſed with the character of this 
good man as drawn by his daughter, after her beautiful 
and eaſy manner, in one of her familiar letters to a 
friend. I have eaſe and plenty to the extent of my 
© wiſhes, and can form deſires of nothing but what my 
© father's indulgence would procure; and I aſk nothing 
© of heaven but the good old man's life, The perſed 


© ſanity of his life, and the benevolence of his temper, - 


© make him a refuge to all in diſtreſs, to the widow and 
« fatherleſs: The people load him with bleffings and 
* prayers whenever he goes abroad: which he never 
does but to reconcile his neighbours, or to right the 
© injured and oppreſſed ; the reſt of his hours are en- 
© tirely devoted to his private devotions, and to books, 
© which are his perpetual entertainment.” 

He was religiouſly inclined, as he ſaid himſelf, when 
about ten years old, and never from that time neglect- 
ed prayer; and, as far as he knew his own heart, had 
fincerely endeavoured to keep a good conſcience; and 
he died as he had lived, April 18, 1919; full of that 


bleſſed calm and peace of mind, and humble confidence 
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in the mercy of God, thro* a Redeemer (for there wa 
his truſt) which a long courſe of active virtue, and 

conſtant lively devotion, joined with the moft generous 
and exalted ideas of the divine goodneſs, free from all 

mixtures of a gloomy, ſullen ſuperſtition, may be ex- 

pected to produce: For he was not of thoſe who con- 

fine that infinite benignity which loves to diffuſe itſelf 
abroad, unteſtrained in its ſalutary influences by every 

thing elſe but the wilful oppoſition of reaſonable and 

free beings, to the methods uſed for their recovery and 

happineſs. And this it was that helped, no leſs than 

a happy natural temper, to-make him ſo cheerful a 

chriſtian, A worthy aud intimate friend of his, and 

witneſs to the heroic.and chriſtian manner in which 

he finiſhed life, obſerves, that he ſettled his affairs, and 


took leave of. the world with the ſame freedom and 


compoſure, as if he had been ſetting out on a journey; 


was peculiarly careful that the widows and orphans, - 


with whoſe concerns he was entruſted, might not be 
injured after he was gone; converſed, tho? under great 
bodily diſorders, with thoſe that came to ſee him, who 
wore not = few, in the eaſieſt, free manner; ſpent 
his time in praiſing and bleſſing Gad, and praying to 
him; and giving good counſel to thoſe about him; k. 
ſhewed an uncommon ſweetneſs and patience in his be- 
haviour; and was. exceeding thankful to thoſe who 
did the leaſt thing for him, tho' they owed him a great 
deal more;. In a memorandum, relating to her fa- 
ther's laſt fickneſs and death, Mrs. Rowe has theſe 
words, © My father very often felt his pulſe, and com- 
© plained that 'twas till regular, and ſmiled at every 
' ſymptom of approaching death: He would be often 


© crying out, Come, Lord Jeſus, come quickly; Come, 


ye holy angels, that rejuice at the converſion of a 
8 finner, come and conduct my ſoul to the ſkies, ye pro- 
« pitious ſpiritsz and then would add, But thy time, 


Lord, not mine, is beſt, When ſhall I awake, and 


as 
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5 be ſatisfied with thy likeneſs? What is death? I 
© never made the experiment, and nobody about me 
© knows when perſons are dying. I have heard of 
©jaws falling, and eye · ſtrings cracking, but where are 
© the tokens? And yet nature fails, and I am dying. 
J have ſeen people die without half ſo much ado, 
© juſt lean back, and, having fetched a calm figh, ex- 
© pire,* If I may uſe the expreſſion, how lovely and 
tempting is ſuch a death! What an inſtance of the 
power of religion, and the true dignity of human na- 
ture, when raiſed and ſupported by the grace of God, 
and the hope of immortality ! The fight was ſo affect- 
ing, that a perſon liſted among the Freethinkers of the 
age, as they are pleaſed to compliment themſelves, 
being preſent, was exceedingly ſtruck with it, and 
ready to ſay, almoſt thou perſuadeſt me to be a chriſ- 
tian; as every one who rightly confiders ſuch exam- 
ples, and how naturally they ariſe ont of the principles 
of the goſpel, firmly believed, and ſteadily practiſed 
upon, muſt be entirely perſuaded by them; perſnaded 
to embrace it, not m ly as a pleaſing imagination, but 
a moſt ſacred truth, which all that allow it to be the 
former, have reaſon to vw th it may prove; and which 
no man that wiſhes it t/ ye true, ſo far as to examine 
the evidences of it with candour and fincerity, can 
pronounce to be falſe; And thus the ſuppoſed confeſ- 
fion of the infidel, on a like occaſion,“ © That, tho“ he 
© thought religion a deluſion, yet it was the moſt agree- 
able deluſion in the world; and the men who flattered 
* themſelves with thoſe gay viſions, had much the ad- 
vantage of thoſe that ſaw nothing before them but a 
© gloomy uncertainty, or the dreadful hope of annihj- 
© lation:? This confeffion, I ſay, if he be true to him» 
ſelf, muſt end in his being a thorough convert to 
chriſtianity. 


* Friendſhip in Death, Letter 1. 
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T have been the larger in this account of Mr. Singer, 
not only in jnſtice to fo deſerving a charaQter, but be- 
cauſe of the ſingular veneration which the perſon who 
is the chief ſubject of theſe papers, had for it; which 
was ſuch that ſhe frequently pleads her relation to it, 
and, as it were, glories in it, in her private devotions. 
A ſingle inftance may ſerve for a ſpecimen, *I humbly 
© hope I have a rightful claim. Thou art my God, 
© and the God of my religious anceſtors, the God of 
© my mother, the God of my pious father: Dying and 
© breathing out his ſoul, he gave me to thy care; he 
put me into thy gracious arms, and delivered me up 
to thy protection: He told me, thou wouldſt never 
6 leave nor forſake me; he triumphed in thy long 
$ experienced faithfulneſs and truth, and gave his 
6 teſtimony for thee with his lateſt breath.” 

Of Mrs. Rowe's two ſiſters, one died in childhood; 
the other ſurvived to her twentieth year, a lovely con- 
current in the race of virtue and glory, She had the 
fame extreme paſſion for books, chiefly thoſe of medi» 
cine, in which art ſhe arrived to a conſiderable inſight; 
and if it could not be ſaid of them in the letter, as of 
the virtuous woman in the Proverbs, That their candle 
went not ont by night, yet it frequently durnt till 
after the middle of it; ſo great was their thirſt of 
knowledge, and the pleaſure they had in gratifying 
it! What from a laudable emulation, from the ties of 
blood and friendſhip, and the advantage of perpetually 
converſing together, the improvements which two 
ſuch minds received from each other, could not be 
little; and, had Heaven ſeen fit to ſpare both, would 
have been till growing. But the ſovereign Diſpoſer 
of human affairs hath ſo ordered it, doubtleſs in infinite 
wiſdom, that few of our bleſſings in the preſent life 
ſhould be enjoyed without ſome abatemeat, was pleaſed 


* Vid. Devont Exerciſes of the Heart, publiſhed by 
Dr. Watts, page 129. 
2 6 
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to determine otherwiſe; yet we have no reaſon to 
repine, but with grateful joy ſhould own that goodneſt 
which, while it ſummoned one of theſe ſeraphic ſpirits 
to the ſkies, continued the other for ſo many years 
after, as a miniſtring angel here below. 

Thoſe who were acquainted with this extraordinary 
perſon in her childiſh years, could not but have obſerv- 

ed a great many things not common in that age of life, 

which promiſed the bright day that afterwards enſued z* 
and it moſt have been with peculiar ſatis faction that 

Mr. Singer, in whom parental aſſect ion, conſpired with 

4 penetrating diſcernment to heighten the pleaſure, 

beheld the early dawnings of a very great and good 

mind in his charming daughter. 

When ſhe received the firſt ſerious impreſſions of 
religion, does not appear; not unlikely it might be as 
ſoon as the was capable of it, at once perceiving her 
obligations to the Author of her being ; and in the ſame 
meaſure, as her opening reaſon diſcovered theſe to her, 
feeling the force of them. A lady of character for 
good ſenſe and piety, who began her life with her, 
thinks ſo; aud in one of her pious addreſſes ſhe herſelf 
thus ſpeaks to God: ** My infant hands were early 
© lifted up to thee, and I ſoon learned to know and 
© acknowledge the God of my fathers.” To this, with 
a prudent and pious education, the felicity of her 


natural diſpoſition, under the heavenly influence, con- 


ſpired ; for though ſhe had an unuſual ſprightlineſs 
in her temper, which held out to the laſt, yet ſhe was 
at the ſame time bleſt with a turn of mind to noble and 
elevated ſubjects, that gave her a high reliſh for the 
pleaſures of devotion. It would be exceeding unjuſt 
to draw a contrary concluſion from the ſeverity of 
. ſome expreſſions concerning herſelf, that occur in her 
Devout Exerciſes; for, beſides that this ſort of lan- 
guage was dictated by her profound humility, it might 


* Devout Exerciſes, page 36. 
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partly be owing to a notion of converſion (by which 
is meant religion' becoming a reigning principle in 
the mind) not ſo well grounded as tis common, as if 
- it always conſiſted in a ſenſible, and ſort of iuftantane- 
ous revolution in. the ſoul, attended with an over turn- 
ing of whatever favourable: ſentiments perſons had of 
- themſelves, and their condition before; a notion which, 
for ought I know, might take its riſe from net diftin- 
Zuiſniag between the change which the firft converts 
to chriſtianity underwent, or which paſſes on thoſe 
who having led a vicious life, enter at length into 
quite a new way of thinking and acting, which hath 
ſomething of the violence of a ftorm in it; and that 
ſenſe of piety, which often filently ſteals upon tender 
and uncorrupted minds, like the light of the morning, 
2 perceivable when it breaks, or in its gradual 
creaſe, and yet ſhining more and more unto the per- 
fect day; and which, 1 doubt, is not very properly 
- expreſied by the word converſion. Nor while the 
duties of religion are regularly performed, and every 
thing plainly criminal in the conduct of life is avoided, 
and this from a principle of conſcience, and an inward 
approbation of what is good; will ſome little allies, 
f uppoſing ſuch occaſioned by the vivacity of youth and 
thoſe paſſions, which though weaker in elder perſons, 
they find it no eaſy matter, with all their reaſon to 
govern, prove any more than the imperfection of the 
good principle, which, notwithſtanding this, may by 


many degrees have the ſuperiority in the ſoul. 


There is a ſtory, which, becauſe it has been confi- 
dently reported by ſome, and credited by a great many 
others, I ſhall mention for the ſake of the reflection 
it will afford me, and the opportunity of aſſuring the 
world, after enquiring of perſons beſt able to inform 
me, that it is entirely without foundation; though, 
were it ever ſo true, it could not be made an argument 
againt Mrs, Rowe's early piety, as it hath bees 
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thought by ſome to be. The ſtory is this : Mrs, Rowe, 
then Miſs Singer, being dangerouſly ill, and under viſi- 
ble diſtreſs at tie apprehenſion of her approaching 
change, her ſiſter, who obſerved it, aſked her tenderiy, 
whether ſhe was not willing to die? and Mrs. Rowe 
frankly confeſſing ſhe was not, the other ſaid ſhe would 
retire then, and pray to God that ſhe might be taken 
in her room, being as willing to leave the world as the 
other could be to continue in it, which accordingly 
ſhe did; and the conſequence was, that Mrs. Rowe 
recovered, and her fiſter ſickened and died. Now, 
ſuppoſing the truth of the ſtory, what is there ſo very 
wonderful in a young perſon's being deſirous to live 
longer, if it pleaſes God, when, with the natural love 
of life every thing concurs, that can render life agree- 
able, eaſy circumſtances, a good conſtitution, cheerful- 
neſs of temper, the love and eſteem of friends, and a 
riſing reputation? Or is a modeſt diffidence of one's 
felf ſuch a crime, as to prove our not being prepared 
for death, becauſe we doubt whether we are or not! 
When will perfons learn to judge in a more rational 
way, and by other marks than the uncertain appear- 
ances of ſuch mechanical and variable things as the 
paſſions, of their own moral ſtate and character and 
that of others! | | 

There is ſo great a ſimilitude between painting and 
poetry, as being each of them a pleaſing and judicious 
imitation of nature, and depending upon the veauty- 
and ſtrength of the imagination, that 'tis no way ſur- 
priſing, one who poſſeſſed this faculty in ſo high a 
degree of perfection, did very early difcover an incli- 
nation to theſe two fiſter arts; which have often the 
fame followers, perhaps always the ſame admirers, it 
having been, I believe, ſeldom known that thoſe who 
excelled in one of theſe arts, have not at leaſt had a 
tate for the charms of the other, and been qualified 
to judge of its beauties, whether they have made any 
attempts in it or not. 
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She loved the pencil when ſhe had hardly firength 
and ſteadineſs of hand ſufficient to guide it; and in 
her infancy (one may almoſt venture to ſay ſo) would 
ſqueeze out the juices of herbs to ſerve her inſtead of 
colours, Mr, Singer, perceiving her fondneſs for this 
art, was at the expence of a maſter to inſtru@ her in 
it ; and it never ceaſed to be her amuſement at times, 
and a very innocent one it was, till her death, Per- 
| haps (faith an ingenious gentleman, who Knew: her 
perfectly well) ſhe liked it the better for the opportu- 
nities it yielded her of pleaſuring her friends with pre- 
ſents of the beſt of her drawings, and therein gratify- 
ing her beneficent diſpoſition ; for ſhe kept very few 
of them herſelf, and theſe only ſuch as ſhe judged un- 
worthy the acceptance of any one elſe, 

She was alſo, what every one acquainted with her 
writings will ſuppoſe of ſuch a well-tuned ſoul, very 
much delighted with muſic ;- chiefly of the grave and 
ſolemn kind, as beſt ſuited to the grandeur of her ſen+ 
timents, and the ſublimity of her devotion, 

But her ſtrongeſt bent was to poetry and writing. 
Poetry indeed was her favourite employment, in youth, 
her moſt diſtinguiſhed excellence. 80 prevalent was 
her genius this way, that her very proſe hath all the 
charms of verſe without the fetters, the ſame fire and 
elevation, the ſame bright images, bold figures, rich 
and flowing dition, She could hardly write a familiar 
letter but it bore the ſtamp of the poet. One of her 
acquaintance remembers to have heard her fay, ſhe 
began to write verſes at twelve years old, which was 
almoſt as ſoon as ſhe could write at all, In the year 
1696, the 224 of her age, a collection of her poems on 
various occaſions was publiſhed at the deſire of two of 
her friends, which we may ſuppoſe did. not contain all 
that ſhe had by her, fince the ingenious prefacer gives 
the reader to hope, that the author might in a little 
while be prevailed with to oblige the world with a 

ſecond part, no way inferior to the former. 
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The oceaſion of her poetical name, Philome/a, which, - 
from this time ſhe- was known by to the world, and 
whether ſhe aſſumed it herſelf, or was complimented 
with it by her friends, I have not been able to learn. 
The latter is moſt probab'e, and that it was given her 
at the publication of her poems, before which her mo- 
defty not conſenting that her own name ſhould appear, . 
this was ſubſtituted in the room of it, as bearing a very 
eaſy alluſion to it, and happily expreſſing the ſoftueſs 
and harmony of her verſes, not lefs ſoothing and me- - 
lodious than the ftrains of the nightingale, when from 
ſome leafy ſhade ſhe fills the woods with her melan- 
choly plaints. * 

Though many of theſe poems are of the religious 
kind, and all of them conſiſtent with the firicteſt regard 
to the rules of virtue; yet ſome things in them gave 
her no liztle uneaſineſs in advanced life. To a mind 
that had ſo entirely ſubdued its paſſions, or devoted 
them to the hononr of its Maker, and endued with the 
tendereſt moral ſenſe, what ſhe could not abſolutely 
approve; appeared unpardonable ; and, not ſatisfied to - 
have done nothing that injured the ſacred cauſe of 
virtue, ſhe was diſpleaſed with herſelf for having writ 
any thing, that did not directly promote it. Huw were 
it to be wiſhed, that none of our celebrated poets had 
aay thing worſe to anſwer for than the harmleſs gaie- 
ties of a youthful muſe, for which too they had atoned 
by more ſerious and · inſtructive compoſitions ; or, that 
after all the guilt: they had contracted, by corrupting 
the manners of the age with their looſe productions, 
they were conſcious but of half the remorſe the virtu- | 
ous Philomela felt, for what no ingenuous reader will * 
impute as a reproach to her memory, 

What firſt introduced her into the notice of the no- 
dle family at Longleat, was a little copy of verſes of 


* Sweet bird that ſnunn'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
Moſt muſical, and moſt melancholy, Milton, 
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her's, with which they were ſo highly delighted as 
to expreſs a curioſity to ſee her; and the friendſhip 
that commenced from that time, ſubſiſted ever after; 
not more to her honour, who was the favourite of per · 
ſons ſo much ſuperior to her in the outward diſtino- 
tions of life, than to. the praiſe of their judgment and 
taſte who knew how to prize, aud took a pleaſure to 
cheriſh ſuch blooming worth. She was not then 
twenty. Her paraphraſe of the 38th chapter of Job 
was writ at the requeſt of Biſhop Kenn, who was enters 
tained in that family, and gained her a great deal of 
reputatio 3 
She had no other tutor for the French and Italun 
languages, than the honourable Mr. Thynne, ſon to 
the Lord Viſcount Weymouth, who willingly thals 
that taſk upon himſelf, and had the pleaſe to ſee 
fair ſcholar improve ſo faſt under his leſſons, that 
few months ſhe was able to read Taſſo's Jeruſalem 
great eaſe, | . 
Her ſhining merit, with the charms of her perſch 
and converſation, had procured her a great many* 
admirers. Among others, tis ſaid, the famous Mr, 
Prior would have been glad to ſhare the pleaſures and 
cares of life with her; ſo that, allowing for the double 
licenſe of the Poet and Lover in the manner of ex- 
preſſion, the concluding lines in his anſwer to the paſ- 
toral on Love and Friendſhip, by Miſs Singer, were 
not without all foundation in''truch*, She was the 
nameleſs lady to whom the following copy of verſes 
in the ſame author is inſcribed. But Mr, Thomas 
Rowe was the perſon reſerved by Heaven to be tho 
happy man; both to de made, and to make bappy. 
Ibis gentlemag was born at London, April 25, 1687, 
the eldeſt ſon of the Rev. Mr. Benoni Rowe, who with 
a very accurate judgment, and a confiderable ſtock of 
uſeful learning, joined the talents of preaching, and a 
moſt lively and engaging manner in eouverſation. By 


„ Vide Prior's Poems, 
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nis parents he was creditably deſcended *; but as he 
had too much perſonal worth to be under a neceſſity 
of borrowing from ſuch foreign aids, ſo he thought 
too juſtly to pride himſelf upon it, being able to ſay 
with the Satyriſt, 


Et genus & proavos, & quæ non fecimus ipfi, 
Vix ea noſtra voco. Juv. 


His ſuperior genius, and inſatiable thirſt after know - 
ledge, made themſelves taken notice of at an age when 
the generality of mankind have ſcarcely out-grown 
the merely ſenfitive life, He was able to read as ſoon 
almoſt as he could ſpeak ; had ſuch a pleaſure in books, 
ax to take none at all in the diverſions which children 
are uſually ſo fond of; and when he was prevailed on 


+ bf bis companions, which was but ſeldom, to make 


ein their little parties at play, his unreadineſs and 
attention plainly ſhewed it was not out of choice he 
» pigaged, but purely from his good-nature and com- 


pPflaiſance, to which he ſhould offer too much violence, 


always to deny their importunity. 

He commenced his acquaintance with the claſſics 
at Epſom, while his father reſided there; and by his 
ſwift advances in this part of learning, quickly became 


the delight of his maſter, a man very able in his pro- 


feſſion, and was treated by him, with a very particular 
indulgence, in ſpite of the natural ruggedneſs and ſe- 


He was the grandſon of William Rowe, Eſq. a gen- 
tleman of worth and confiderable eftate, and Alice 
(a lady of diſtinguiſhed ſeaſe, beauty and virtue) 
daughter of Thomas Scot, Eſq, member of parliament 
for Ailefbury, in the county of Bucks: And by the 
maternal fide he was deſcended from the Rowe's of 
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verity of his temper. When Mr. B. Rowe removed 
to London, he placed his ſon under the care of Dr. 
Walker, the eminently learned maſter of the Charter- 
houſe ſchool, juſtly famed for the great numbers of 
excellent linguiſts that have received their education 
in that ancient nurſery of polite literature. He was 
one of thoſe who, the doctor could eaſily foreſee, would 
do him honour when they ſhould appear abroad in the 
4orld, and, we may fuppoſe, did not pleaſe him the 
leſs on that account, His exercifes never failed of 
being diſtinguiſhed even among thoſe that had the ap- 
probation of the maſter, who, when he had finiſhed 

pupil in the Latin, Greek, and Hebrew tongues, 

.. ould fain have perſuaded his father to ſend him to 
lle of our Engliſh univerſities, But how honourably 


+ oever Mr, Rowe might think of the learning of thoſe 


4.0ble ſeats of the muſes, not having the ſame advan- 
4geous notion of the principles in too much credit 
«cre, he would by no means truſt a ſon of his hopes 
in ſuch hands; but entered him at firſt at a private 


ard in London, and, ſome time before his death, 


: he might not want any advantages which the 
558 liberal education could give him, he had deter- 
med his going to Leyden, for the laſt hand of the 
,reat maſters there. And well did the fruit reward 
the expence of the culture. For, after having ſtudied 
Jewiſh Antiquities under Witſius, Civil Law under 
Vitriarius, the Belles Lettres under Perizonius, and 
Experimental Philoſophy under Senguerdius, and eſtab- 
liſhed a reputation for a capacity, application, and an 
obliging deportment, both among the profeſſors and 
ſtudents ; he returned from that celebrated mart of 
learning with a vaſt acceſſion of treaſure, in books he 
had purchaſed, and knowledge he had amaſſed, and no 
loſs iu his morals, which he had preſerved as uncorrupt 
38 he could have done under the moſt vigilant eye 
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and ſtricteſt hand, though left without all other 
reſtraints but thoſe of his o] virtue and prudence. 
The love of liberty had been always one of Mr. 
Rowe's moſt darling paſſions. *Twas a kind of ideal 
miſtreſs, to whoſe charms no one ever had a ſoul more 
ſenſible than his; the generous inclination beat ſtrong 
in his breaſt, and was not to be extinguiſhed bur with 
the vital flame. In theſe ſentimeats, ſo natural to him, 


be was not a little confirmed by his familiar acquain- 
tance, with the hiſtory, and the noble authors, of an- 


cient Greece and Rome, whoſe very ſpirit was trans- 
fuſed into him, and refiding fo long in a republic, 
where he had examples continually before him, of the 
ineſtimable value # freedom, as the parent of induſ- 
try, the nurſe of arts and ſciences, and univerſal ſource 
of ſocial happineſs; this made him, with fo much 
anxiety for his native country, not very long after his 


return thither in the year 1708, obſerve, that a ſet of 


wretched principles, deſtructive of its liberties and 
welfare, were growing into faſhion under the coun- 
tenance of ſome in power. To thoſe he oppoſed him- 
felf with a zeal which might have had more influence 
indeed in a higher ſphere, but conld not have been 
more honeft and open. Tyranny of all forts he moſt 
fincerely detefted, but moſt of all eccleſiaſtical, in every 
ſhape; deeming the flavery of the mind, as the moſt 
abject and ignominious, ſo, in its conſequences, more 
pernicious than any other. His lives will be a glori- 
ous monument of his love of liberty and public good; 
to which may be added his Poems, and in both which 
this commendable ardour is vifible, From the fame 


.cauſe proceeded his attachment to the illuſtrious houſe 


of Hanover, in which he had the ſatisfaction to ſee the 
proteſtant ſucceſſion to the Britiſh throne take place 
before he died, leaving the world more willingly after 
having been witneſs to this happy event. | 
It was with Mr. Rowe, in reſpect of his learning, 
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23 avarice with thoſe that love money: his defires af · 
ter knowledge enlarged with his acquiſitions, inſtead 
of abating. All his morning hours, and a large part 
of the afternoon, were devoted to ſtudy, till the time 
of his being ſeized with the diftemper of which he died. 
His library, in collecting which he was affiſted by his 
great knowledge of the beſt editions of books, conſiſted 
of a great number of the moſt valuable authors; and 
as he was making continual additions to it, amounted 
at his death to above five thouſand volumes. 

He was a perfect maſter of the Greek, Latin, and 


French languages, and; which is ſeldom known to hãp- 


pen, had at once ſuch a prodigious ſtrength of memo- 
ry, and inexhauſtible fund of wit, the effe& of a lively 
imagination, as would fingly have afforded a fiock 
of reputation for any man to trade upon, and much 
more united, This with an eaſy fluency of words, 
the frankneſs and benevolence of his temper, a readi- 
neſs to communicate his learned ftore, and a life and 
ſpirit which nature muſt beſtow, fince it can be but 
poorly imitated, made his company univerſally covet- 
ed and prized by thoſe that knew him. It was im» 
poſſible there ſhould be a drowſy ſoul where Mr. 
Rowe was preſent; he animated the converſation, 
every one was awake, and every one pleaſed, He 
had a penetration, and quickneſs of thought, hardly 
to be imagined, ſo as upon juſt glancing over an author 
to ſee to the buttom of his ſentiments. None of the 
politer kinds df learning were neglected by him. He 
was a good judge in poetry, and had it in his power 
to have been himſelf an eminent poet; for he had 
actually the moſt eſſential parts belonging to that cha- 
racter, the vivid fire, the rich vein, the copious dition ; 
but as poetry was not his predominant inclination, 
his genius had not all the poliſhing which art and con- 
fant practice might have added to nature, Hiſtory 
was his favourite ſtudy, for which his talents of vaſt 


L XXI J 


memory, before taken notice of, and an exquifite 
judgmeat, for one of his years, peculiarly qualified 
him. | 
He had formed a deſign to compile the lives of all 
the illuftrious perſons of antiquity, omitted by Plu- 
tarch, and for this purpoſe read the ancient hiſtorians 
with great care. This deſign he in part executed. 
Eight lives were publiſhed fiace his deceaſe, by way 
of ſupplement to that admired biographer; in which, 
though ſo young a guide, he ſtrikes out his way like 
one well acquaiated with the dark and intricate paths 
of antiquity. The fiyle is perfectly eaſy, yet conciſe 
and nervous, the reflections juſt, and ſuch as might 
be expected from a lover of truth and mankind; 
and the facts intereſting themſelves, or made ſo by 
the {kill uſed in relating them. There is a preface 
by the reverend and learned Mr. Chandler, writ after 
the uſual manner of that agreeable and lively author, 
with great ſpirit and elegance, and worthy of the 
excellent perſon for whoſe memory he expreſſes fo 
high an efteem: He muſt be inſenſible to true merit 
© (faith the ingenious prefacer) and to all juſt regards 
© to the public good, that can look over theſe valuable 
© remains, without finding in himſelf a due reſpect 
© and efteem raiſed for the author, and his own heart 
© inſpired with an encreaſing love to the liberties and 
© welfare of his country.“ Beſides theſe lives, the 
author had finiſhes and fitted for the preſs the life of 
Thraſybulus, which being put into the hands of Sir 
Richard Steele, for his reviſal, was, ſome how or other, 
unhappily loft, and could never fince be recovered. 

Being at Bath, in the year 1709, Mr. Rowe was in- 
troduced by a gentleman of his acquaintance into 
Miſs Singer's company, who lived in a retirement not 
far diſtant from that city. The idea he conceived of 
her from report, and from her writings, charmed him; 
but when he had ſeen and converſed with her, he felt 
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another kind of impreffion from the preſence of * 


much beauty, wit and virtue; and the eſteem of the 
Theorift was conver: ed into the rapture of a Lover. 
During the courtſhip, he writ a poetical epiſtle to a 
friend that was a neighbour of M Linger, and inti- 


mate in the family, 1 ſhall take * berty to quote 
Mr. Rewe“ 


a few lines out of it, as a ſpecim 
paſſionate veneration for Miſs Singer: π⁹· 


Youth's livelieſt bloom, a never fading grace, 

And more than beapty ſparkles in her face; 
Vet the bright form creates no looſe deſires, | 
At once ſhe gives, and purifies our fires, a c 
And paſſions chaſte as her own ſoul infpires; - 
Her ſoul, heav'n's nobleſt workmanſhip, deſign'd 

To bleſs the ruin'd age, and fuccour loſt mankind z 
To prop abandon'd virtue's finking caufe, ; 
And ſnatch from vice its undeſerved applauſe, 4 


Miſs Elizabeth Singer was married to Mr. Themas 
Rowe in the year 1710. On which occaſion a learned 


friend of Mr. Rowe's wrote the following beautiful 
Latin epigram : 0 
In nuptias Thome Rowe & Elizabethæ Singer. 


Quid doctum par uſque tuum, ſocioſque labores 
Fabre & Dacerii, Gallia vana crepas ? | 

Par majus gens Angla dedit, juvenem atque puellam, 
Quos hodie ſacgo fœdere junxit amor. 

Namque ea que fioftri Phœbo cecinere docente, 
Explicuiſſe tuis gloria ſumma foret. 


Thus tranſlated by a young gentleman: 
On the marriage of Mr. Thomas Rowe and Miſs 
Elizabeth Singer, 


No more, proud Gallia, bid the world revere 
Thy learned pair, Le Fevre and Dacier; 
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Britain may boaſt, this happy day unites 

Two nobler minds in Hymen's facred rites: 

What theſe have ſung, while all th' inſpiring Nine 
Exalt the beauties of the verſe divine ; | 
Thoſe (humble critics of th“ immortal ſtrain) 
Shall bound their fame, to comment and explain. 


rs. Rowe exalted merit and amiable qualities. 

Id not fail to inſpire the moſt generous and laſting _ 
paſſion. Mr. Rowe knew well how to value that 
treaſure of wit, ſoftneſs and virtue, which the divine 
providence had given to his arms in the moſt lovely of 
nomen, and made it his ſtudy to repay the felicity 
with which ſhe crowned his life, The efteem and 
tenderneſs he had for her is inexpreſſible, and pofſeſhon 
({eemed ſcarce to have abated the fondneſs and ad- 
miration of the lover. It was ſome conſiderable time 
after his marriage, that he wrote hor a very tender 
ode, under the name of Delia, full of the warmeſt ſen- 
tients of connubial friendſhip and affettion ; in which 
the following lines may appear remarkable, as it plea- -: 
ſed heaven to diſpoſe events in a manner ſo agreeable 
to the wiſhes expreſſed in them. 


So long may thy inſpiring page, 
And great example bleſs the riſing age! 
Long in thy charming priſon may'ſ thou ſtay, 
Late, very late, aſcend the well-knbwn way, ö 


And add new glories to the realms of day! 
At leaſt Heav'n will not ſure this pray deny: 


Short be my life's uncertain date, 
And earlier far than thine the deſtin'd hour of fate! 
Whene'er it comes, may'ſt thou be by, 
Support. my finking frame, and teach me how to die; 
Baniſh deſponding nature's gloom, 
Make me to hope a gentle doom, ö 
And fix me all on joys to come 
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With ſwimming eyes Ill gaze upon thy charms, 
Aud claſp thee dying in my fainting arms: 
Then gently leaning on thy brealt 
Sink in ſoft ſlumbers to eternal reft, - 
The ghaſtly form ſhall have a pleaſing air, 
And all things ſmile, while heav'n and thou art there, 


As Mr. Rowe had not a robuft natural conſt'tution, 
ſo an intenſe application to ſtudy beyond what the de- 
licacy of his frame would bear, might, perhaps, con- 
tribute to that ill tate of health, which allayed the 
happineſs of his marriage-life, during the greater part 
of it. In the latter end of the year 1714, his weak- 
ne increaſed, and he appeared to labour under all the 
ſymproms of a conſumption. T his fatal diftemper, 
after it had confined him ſome moaths, cut off the 
faireſt hopes of his doing great honour and ſervice to 
his country, and put a period to his life, May 13, 1715, 
when he was but juſt paſt the twenty-eighth year of 
his age. He died at Hampſtead, near London, where 
he had refided ſome time for the benefit of the air; 
and was buried in the vault belonging to his family, 
in the cœmetry in Bunhill-fields ; where on his tomb 
are only marked his name, and the date of his birth 
and death. But an inſcription of greater pomp is ren- 
dered unneceſſary by the honour Mrs. Rowe did his 
memory in the Elegy ſhe wrote on his death, which is 
deſervedly ranked among the moſt admirable of her 
poetical works. 

The exqu ſite grief aud affliction Mrs. Rowe felt for 
his loſs, is deſcribed with ſuch beautiful and unaffected 


eloquence, in the poem I have juſt mention ed. that I * 


mall only add on this ſubject. that ſhe continued to 
the laſt moments of her life to expreſs the higheſt ve- 
neration and affection to his memory, and a particular 
regard and efteem for his relations, ſeveral of whom ſhe 
honoured with a long and moſt intimate friendſhip, 
It was alſo but a ſhort time before her death, ſhe 
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ſhewed how incapable ſhe was of forgetting him, by 
ſhedding freſh tears on occaſion of the mention of the 
name. 

It was only out of regard to Mr. Rowe, that with 
his ſociety ſhe was willing to bear London during the 
winter ſeaſon; aud as ſoon after his deceaſe as her 
affairs would permit, ſhe indulged her inconquerable 
inclinations to ſolitude, by retiring to Frome in Somer- 
ſetſhire, in the neighbuurhood of which place the 
greater part of her eſtate lay, When ſhe forſook the 
town, ſhe determined to return to it no more, but to 
conceal the remainder of he: life in an abſolute retire- 
ment; yet, ori ſome few occaſions, ſhe thought it her 
duty to violate this reſolution, In compliance with 
the importuuate requeſts of the honourable Mrs. 
Thynne, ſhe paſſed ſome mouths with her at London, 
after the death of her davghter the Lady Brooke: 
and on the melancholy occahon of the deceaſe of Mrs. 
I hynne herſelf, ſhe could not diſpute the commands 
of the Counteſs of Hertford, who earneſtly defired her 
to reſide ſome time with her at Marlborough, to ſoften, 
by her converſation and friendſhip, the ſevere affliction 
of the loſs of ſo excellent a mother: And I think, 
once or twice more, the power this laſt illuſtrious Lady 
had over Mrs. Rowe drew her, by an obliging kind 
of violence, to ſpend a few months with her at ſome 
of the Earl of Hertford's ſeats in the country. Yet 
even on theſe occaſions ſhe never quitte her retreat 
without very fincere regret; and always returued to 
it again as ſoon as ever ſhe could with deceacy diſ- 
engage herſelf from the importunity of her noble 
friends. 

It was in this receſs that ſhe compoſed the moſt ce- 
lebrated of her works, Friendſhip in Death; and the 
ſeveral parts of the Letters Moral and Entertaining, 
© The drift of the Leiters from the Dead is (as the in- 
© genious author of the preface expreſſes it) to impreſs 
© the notion of the ſoul's immortality, without which 
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all virtue and religion, with their temporal and eter- 
$ nal good conſequences, muſt fall to the ground: and 
to make our mind familiar with the thoughts of our 
future exiſtence, and contract as it were an babitual 
/© perſuaſion of it, by writings built on that founda- 


© tion, and addreſſed to the affe&ions and imaginati-- 
on, It may alſo be added, that the defign both of 


theſe, and the Letters Moral and Entertaining, is, by 
fictitious examples of the moſt generous benevolence 
and heroic virtue, to allure the reader to the practice 
of every thing that ennobles human nature, and bene- 
fits the world; and by juſt and lively images of the 
ſharp remorſe and real miſery, that attend the falſe and 
unworthy ſatisfactions of vice, to warn the young and 
unthinking from being ſeduced by the enchanting 
name of pleaſure, to inevitable ruin; the piety of 
which defign is the more worthy of the higheſt pane- 
gytics, as it is ſo uncommon, The greater part of the 
poets of our country have apparently employed all their 
wit and art to diſguiſe the native deformity of vice, 
and ſtrew flowers on the paths to perdition. But this 
excellent lady (as was obſerved of an eminent genius 
of the laſt age) © poſſeſſed ſo much ſtrength and firm- 
© neſs of mind, and ſuch a perfect natural goodneſs, 
© as could not be perverted by the largeneſs of her wit, 
© and was proof againſt the art of poetry itſelf.” The 
elegant Letters which gave occaſion to remark this 
diſtinction in Mrs. Rowe's character as a polite writer, 
are not only chaſte and innocent, but greatly ſubſer- 
vient to the intereſt of heaven, and evidently defign- 
ed, by repreſenting virtue in all her genuine beauty, 
to recommend her to the choice and admiration of 
mankind, 

In the year 1736, the importunity of ſome of Mrs. 
Rowe's acquaintance, who had ſeen the hiſtory of Jo- 
ſeph in manuſcript, prevailed on her (though not with- 
out real reluctance) to ſuffer it to be made public. She 
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wrote this piece in her younger years, and when firft 


printed, had carried it on no farther than the marriage 


of the hero of the poem ; but at the requeſt of her 
friends (particularly of an illuſtrious lady, to whom 


ſhe could ſcarce —_— any thing) that the relation 


might include Joſeph's diſcovery of himſelf to his 
brethren; ſhe — two other books, the compoſing 
of which, I am informed, was no more than the labour 
of three or four days. This additional part, which 
was her laſt work, was publiſhed but a few weeks before 
her death. 

This grand event, to prepare for which the had 
made ſo much the buſineſs of her life, befel her, ac- 
cording to her wiſh, in her beloved receſs. She was 
favoured with an uncommon ſtrength of conſtitution, 
and had paſſed a long ſeries of years with ſcarce any 
indiſpoſition ſevere enough to confine her to her bed. 
But about half a year before her deceaſe, ſhe was 
attacked with a diſtemper, which ſeemed to herſelf, 
as well as others, attended with danger: Though 
this diſorder (as ſhe expreſſed herſelf to one of her 
moſt intimate friends) found her mind not quite ſo ſe- 
rene, and prepared to meet death, as uſual; yet when, 
by devout contemplations on the atonement and me- 
diation of our blefled Redeemer, ſhe had fortified her- 
ſelf againſt that fear and diffidence, from which the 
moſt exalted piety does not always ſecure in ſuch an 
awful hour, ſhe experienced ſuch divine ſatisfaction 
and tranſport, that ſhe ſaid with tears of joy, She 
© knew not that ſhe had ever felt the like in all her 
© life ;* and ſhe repeated, on this occaſion, Mr. Pope's 
verſes, entitled, The Dying Chriſtian to his Soul, with 
an air of ſuch intenſe pleaſure, as evidenced that ſhe 
really felt all the elevated ſentiments of pious extaſy 
and triumph, which breathe in that exquiſite piece o 
facred poetry. After this threatening illneſs, Mrs, 
Rowe recovered her uſual good ftate of health; and 
though at the time of her deceaſe ſhe was pretty far 
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advanced in age, yet her exact temperance, and the 
calmneſs of her mind, undiſturbed with uneaſy cares 
and paſſions, encouraged her friends to flatter them- 


- ſelves with a much longer enjoyment of ſo valuable 2 
fe, than it pleaſed heaven to allow them. On the 


day in which ſhe was ſeized with that diſtemper, 


* which in a few hours proved mortal, ſhe ſeemed, to 


thoſe about her, to be in perfect health and vigour. 
In the evening of it, at about eight of the clock, ſhe 
converſed with a friend with all her wonted vivacity, 
and not without laughter? after which ſhe retired to 
her chamber. At about ten, her ſervant hearing ſome 
noiſe in her miſtreſs's room, ran inſtantly into it, and 
found her fallen off the chair on the floor, ſpeechleſs, 
and in the agonies of death. She had the immediate 
aſſiſtance of a phyſician and ſurgeon, but all the means 
uſed were without ſucceſs ; and, after having given one 
groan, ſhe expired a few minutes before two of the 
clock, on Sunday morning, Feb. 20, 1736-7. Her 
diſeaſe was judged to be au apoplexy. A pious book 
was found lying open by her, as alſo ſome looſe papers, 


on which ſhe had wrote the following unconnected 


ſcatences. 


O guide, and counſel, and protect my ſoul from fin ! 
O ſp+ ak, and let me know thy heav'aly will, 

Speak evidently to my liſt'ning ſoul 

O fill my foul with love, and light, and peace, 

And whiſper heav'uly comforts to my ſoul! 

O ſpeak, ccleſtial Spirit, in the ſtrain 

Of love and heav*nly pleaſure to my ſoul! 


Ihus it appeared, that in reading pious meditations, 
or forming devont ejaculations far the divine favour 
and aſſiſtance, Mrs. Rowe made the laſt uſe uf the 
powers of reaſon below the ſkies. 

As ſhe was greatly apprehenfive that the violence of 
pain, or lauguers of a fick-bed, might occaſion. ſame 
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depreffion of ſpirits, and melancholy fears, unfuitable 
to the character and expectations of a chriftian, her 


manuſcript book of devotions contain frequent peti- ' 


tions to heaven, that 'ſhe might not, in this manner, 
diſhononr her profeffion ; and to her friends ſhe often 
expreſſed herſelf defirons of a ſudden removal to the 
ſxies, as it muſt neceſſarily prevent any ſuch indecent 
behaviour in her laſt moments: So that the ſuddenneſs 
of Mrs. Rowe's death may be interpreted as a reward 


of her ſingular piety, and a mark of the divine favour . 


in anſwer to her prayers. Indeed (to borrow Mr, 

Grove's expreffions in a letter wrote to a friend, ſoon 

after this lady's deceaſe.) * Thongh her death be 

© univerſally lamented, yet the manner of it is rather 
© to be efteemed a part of her happineſs. One moment 
© to enjoy this life, the next, or after a pauſe we are 

© not ſenſible of, to find ourſelves got beyond not only 
© the fears of death, but death itſelf; and in poſſeſhon* 
© of everlaſting life, and health, and pleaſure: I his 
© moment to be devoutly addreſſing ourſelves to God, or 

© employed in delightful meditations on his perfections; 

the next in his preſence, and ſurrounded with ſcenes 

© of bliſs perfectly new, and unſpeakable joyous; is a 

way of departing out of this life to be deſired, not 

© dreaded by ourſelves, and felicitated, not condoled 

© by our ſurviving friends, When all things are in a 

© readineſs for our removal out of the world, tis a 

© privilege to be ſpared the ſad ceremony of parting, 

© and all the pains and ſtruggles of feeble nature. 

Mrs. Rowe ſeemed, by the gaiety and cheerfulneſs 
of her temper, to be peculiarly fitted to enjoy life, and 
all its innocent ſatisfactions; yet, inſtead of any ex- 
ceſſive fondneſs for things preſent and viſible, her con- 
tempt for what ſhe uſed to term a low ſtate of exiſtence, 
and a dull round of inſipid pleaſures, and the ardour 
with which ſhe breathed after the divine enjoyments 
of a future world, were inconceivably great. When 
her acquaintance expreſſed to her the joy they felt at 
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ſeeing her look ſo well, and poſſeſſed of ſo much health 
as promiſed ſo many years to come, ſhe was wont to 
reply: That it was the ſame as telling a ſlave his 
« fetters were like to be la ing; or complimenting 
© him on the ftrength of the walls of his dungeoh.” 
And the fervour of her wiſhes to commence the life of 
angels, irreſiſtibly broke from her lips in numberleſs 
other inſtances. This ſatiety of all things beneath 
the ſkies, and impatience after the perfect fruition of 
God, might, perhaps, be the occaſion, that in ſeveral 
periods of her life ſhe had flattered herſelf that ſhe 
was near that bleſſed ſtate on which ſhe had fixed all 
her hopes. And in particular, a little time before her 
death, ſhe expreſſed to ſeveral of her friends, her firm 
perſuaſion that her continuance on earth would be very 
mort; but without aſſigning any peculiar reaſon for 
this opinion, I would not preſume to lay any ftreſs 
on ſuch ſuppoſed preſages ; but as they have already 
deen related to the public, I thought it not proper to 
omit al mention of them. | 

She was buried, according to her requeſt, under the 
ſame ſtone with her father, in the meeting-place at 
Frome, on which occaſion her funeral ſermon was 
preached to a very crowded auditory, by the reverend 
and worthy Mr. Bowden, Her death was lamented 
with very uncommon and remarkable ſorrow, by all 
who had heard of her virtue and merit; but particu- 
larly by thoſe of the town where ſhe had ſo long re- 
fided, and her moſt intimate acquaintance. Above all, 
the news of her death touched the poor and diſtreſſed 
with inexpreſſible affliction ; and at her doors, and over 
her grave, they bewailed the loſs of their benefactor, 
poured bleſſings on her memory, and recounted to each 
other the gentle and condeſcending manner with 
which ſhe heard their requeſis, and the numerous in- 
ſtances in which they had experienced her unexampled 
goodneſs and bounty. 

In Mrs, Rowe's cabinet were found the following 
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letters to ſeveral of hei friends, for whom ſhe had an 
high eſteem and affeTti n, which ſhe had ordered to be 


delivered to the perſons to whom they were directed, 
immediately after her deceaſe, and by their obliging 


permiſhoa I communicate them to the public. % 


To the Counteſs of Hertford. 
MADAM, 


= HIS is the laſt letter you will ever receive from 
me ; the laſt aſſurance I ſhall give you, on earth, 
of a ſincere and ſtedfaſt friendſhip. But whea we meet 
again, I hope it w.ll be in the heights of immortal love 
aud extaſy, Mine, perÞaps, may be the firft glad ſpirit 
to congratulate your ſafe arrival on the happy ſhores. 
Heaven can witneſs how fincere my concern for 
your happi .eſs is: h ther I have ſcat, my arvent 
wiſhes, that you may be ſecured from the flattering 
deluſious of the world; and after your pious example 
has been long a bleſſiag to mankind, may you calmly 
reſign your breath, and enter the contines of uumoleſt- 
ed joy. | 

I am now taking my farewel of you here, but tis a 
mort aden; for I de with full perſuaſon that we 
ſhall ſoou meet again. But oh! in what elevation of 


happ.neſs! In what enlargement of mind, aud perfec- 4 


tion of every faculty. What tranſporting reflections 
| ſhall we make on the advantages of which we ſhall 
find ourielves ⁊᷑terua ly poſſeſſed! To him that loved, 
and waſhed us in his blood, we ſhall aſcribe immortal 
glory, dominion and praiſe for ever. 

This is all my falvation, and all my hope! That 
name in whom the Geatiles truſt, in whom all the fa- 
mil.es © earth are bleſſed, is now my glorious, my un- 
failing contidence; in his merits alone 1 expect to ſtand 
jofified before infinite purity and juſtice. How poor 
were my hopes, it I depended on thoſe works which my 
own vanity, or the partiality of men, have called good 
and which, examined by divine purity, would prove, 
perhaps, but ſpecious ſins! The beſt actions of my; 
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nie would be found defective, if brought to the teſt of 
unblemiſhed holineſs, in whoſe fight the heavens are 
not clean. Where were my hopes, but for a Redeem- 
er's merits and atonement! how deſperate, how undone 
my condition! With the utmoſt advantages I can 
boaſt, I ſhould tart back and tremble at the thoughts 
of appearing before the unblemiſhed majeſty—0O Jeſus, 
what harmony dwells in thy name! Celeſtial joy and 
immortal life is in the ſound! Let angels ſet thee to 
their golden harps! let the ranſomed natioas for ever 
magnify thee! 

What a dream is mortal life! what ſhadows are the 
objects of ſenſe! All the glories of mortality, my much 
loved friend, will be nothing in your view, at the 
awful hour of death ; when you muſt be ſeparated from 
the whole creation, and enter on the borders of the 
immaterial world. 

Something perſuades me this will be my laſt farewel 
in this world: Heaven forbid that it ſhould bean ever- 
laſting parting! May that divine protection, whoſe 
care I implore, keep you ſtedfaſt in the faith of chriſti- 
anity, and guide your fteps in the ſtricteſt paths of 
virtue! 

Adieu, my moſt dear friend, till we meet in the pa- 


radiſe of God, 
ELIZ. ROWE, 


To the Earl of Orrery. 


MY LORD, 
1 ſeems to be ſomething preſaging in the 

meſſage you ordered me to deliver to your charm- 
ing Henrietta, when I met her gentle ſpirit in the bliſs- 
ful regions, which I believe will be very ſoon. 1am 

now acting the laſt part of life, and compoſing myſelf 

to meet the univerſal terror with a fortitude becoming 
the principles of chriſtianity, It is alone through the 
great Redeemer's merits and atonement, that 1 h 
to paſs undaunted through the fatal darkneſs, 
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Before him death, the grifly tyrant, flies, 
He wipes the tears for ever from our eyes. 


All human greatneſs makes no figure to my preſent 
apprehenſion; every diſtinction vaniſhes but thoſe of 
virtue and real merit. It is this which gives a pecu- 
Lar regard for ſuch a character as yours, and gives me 
hopes your example will not fall ſhort of thoſe of your 
illuftrious anceſtors. The approaches of death ſet the 
world in a true light; its brighteſt advantages ap- 
pear no more, than a dream, in that ſolemn pe- 
riod, The immortal mind, perhaps, will quit a cot» 
tage with lefs regret than it would leave the ſplendor 
of a palace, and the breathleſs duſt fleep as quietly 
beneath the graſly rurf, as under the parade of a coſt- 
ly monument. Theſe are infignilicant circumſtances 
to a ſpirit doomed to an endleſs duration of miſery, or 
bliſs. It is this important concern, my Lord, that has 
induced me to ſpend my time in a peaceful retirement, 
rather than to waſte it in a train of thoughtleſs amuſe- 
ments. My thoughts are grown familiar with the 
ſolemnity of dying, and death ſeems to advance, not as 
an inflexib'e tyrant, but as the peaceful meſſenger of 
liberty and happineſs. May I make my exit in that 
elate manner, thoſe charming lines of Mr, Pope de- 


ſcribe : 


The world recedes, it diſappears ; 
Heav'n opens on my eyes, my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphie ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
O grave! where is thy victory? 
O death! where is thy ſting? 


The nearer I am approaching to immortality, the 
more extenſive and enlarged I find the principles of 
amity and good-will in my foul: From hence ariſe the 
moſt fincere wiſhes for your happineſs, and of 'the 
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charming pledges your lovely Henrietta left. Oh! my 
Lord, if you would diſcharge the ſacred truſt, keep 
them under your own inſpection. 
This will not reach you, my Lord, till 1 am paſt the 
ecremony of ſubſcribing 
Your humble ſervant, 
ELIZ. ROWE, 


To Mr. James Theobald. 


HE converſe I have had with you has been very 
ſhort, but I hope the friendſhip begun by it will 
be tranſmitted to the regions of perfect amity and bliſs. 
It would not be worth the while to cheriſh the impreſ- 
fions of a virtuons friendſhip, if the generous engage- 
ment was to be diſſolved with mortal life: Such a 
thought would give the grave a deeper gloom, and add 
new horrors to the fatal darkneſs. 

But I conf*fs, I have brighter expectations, and am 
fully perſuaded, thoſe noble attachments that are foun- 
ded on real merit, are of an immortal, date. That be- 
pignity, that divine charity, which juſt warmy the ſoul 
in theſe cold regions, will ſhine with new luſtre, and 
burn with an eternal ardour in the happy ſeats of peace 
and love. 4 

My preſent experience confirms me in this truth; 
the powers of nature are droopi g, the vital ſpark 
grows languid and faint ; while my afection for my 
ſurviving friends was never more warm, my-concern 
for their happineſs was never more ardent and ſincere, 

This makes me employ ſome of the laſt part of my 
time in writing to three or four perſons, whoſe merit 
requires my efieem, in hopes this ſolema farewel will 
leave a ſerious impreſſion on their minds, 

I am going to at the lat and moſt important part 
of human life; in a little time I ſhall land on the im- 
mortal coaſts, where all is new, amar ing, aud unkaowa. 


But however gloomy the paſlagt appears, 
b 6 | 
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Sweet fields, beyond the ſwelling ſſood, 


Stand drefs'd in living green: 
So to the Jews old Canaan ſtood, 


While Jordan roll'd between. Dr. Watts. 


Nature cannot but ſhiver on the fatal brinks, nn- 
willing to try the grand experiment, whilſt the hopes 
of chriftianity can alone ſupport the ſoul in this ſolemn 
criſis. In this exigence the eternal Spirit whiſpers 
peace and pardon to the dying ſaint, through the 
atonement, and brightens the ſhadow of death with 
ſome glimmering of immortal light. 

Tell Mrs. Theobald, I hope to meet her in the 
ſhining realms of love and unmingled bliſs ; 


Where crown'd with joy, and ever blooming youth, 
The joc und hours dance on their endleſs round. 
ELIZ. ROWE, 


To Mrs. Sarah Rowe. 


MY DEAR MOTHER, 


AM now taking my final adieu of this world, in cer- 
tain hopes of meeting you in the next. I carry to 
my grave my affection and gratitude to your family, 


"and leave you with the fincereſt concern for your own: 
happineſs, and the welfare of your family. May my 


prayers be anſwered when 1 am ſleeping in the Auſt ! 
O may the angels of God conduct you in the paths of 
immortal glory and pleaſure! I would collect the pow- 
ers of my ſoul, and aſk bleſſings for you with all the 
holy violence of prayer. God Almighty, the God of 


your pious anceſtors, who has been your dwelling-place 


for many generations, bleſs you ! 

'Tis bnt a ſhort ſpace I have to meaſure, the ſhadows 
are lengthening, and my ſun declining, That good- 
neſs which has hitherto conducted me, will not fail me 
in the laſt concluding act of life; that name which I 
have made my glory and my boaſt, ſhall then de my 


_ 


b 


L XXIV ] 


firength and my ſalvation To meet death with a be- 
coming fortitude is a part above the powers of nature, 
and which I can perform by no power or holineſs of 
my own ; for oh! in my beſt eſtate I am altogether 
vanity; a wretched, helpleſs finner: But in the merits 
and perfect righteouſneſs of God my Saviour, I hope 
to appear juſtified at the ſupreme tribunal, where I 
muſt ſhortly ſtand to be judged, 
| ELIZ. ROWE. 


Mrs, Rowe was not a regular beauty, yet ſhe poſſeſ- 
ſed a large meaſure of the charms of her ſex. She was 
of a moderate ftature, her hair a fine auburn colour, 
and her eyes of a darkiſh grey, inclining to blue, and 
full of fire. Her complexion was very fair, and a na- 
tural roſy bluſh glowed in her cheeks. She ſpoke 
gracefully, and her voice was exceeding ſweet and har- 
monious, and perfectly ſuited to that gentle language 
which always flowed from her lips. Bur the ſoftneſs 
and benevolence of her aſpect is beyond all deſcription: 
It infpired irreſiſtible love, yet not without ſome mix- 
ture of that awe and veneration, which diſtinguiſhed 


' ſenſe and virtue, apparent in the countenance, are 


wont to create. 

Her acquaintance with the great, had taught her all 
the accompliſhments of good breeding, and compla- 
cency of behaviour; and without formality or afſecta- 
tion ſhe practiſed, in a diftaat ſolitude, all the addrefy 
and politeneſs of a court; but ſhe learned no more 


than the real elegancies of grandeur. She was very 


remote from extravagance in habit, and ſeemed to have 
perfectly ſubdued the love of the vain ſhew of life; in 
which ſhe may be thought to diſcover an elevation of 
ſoul ſuperior to the natural incliuations of her ſex, and 
great ſtrength of virtue in reſiſting the general exam- 
ple of the age in which ſhe lived. The labours of the 
toilette conſumed very little of her time: She juſtly 


deſpiſed the arts of dreſs and ornament, and endea- 


voured to infuſe the ſame contempt of them into all 
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ber 1 yet without falling into the other 


extreme of indecent negligence. 

The love of ſolitude, which ſeems almoft inſeparable 
from a poetic genius, diſcovered itſelf very early in 
Mrs. Rowe, and never forſook her but with life itſelf. 
Before her marriage, though it cannot be doubted 
that ſhe was often ſolicited to quit her beloved obſcu- 
rity, yet ſhe had only made a ſhort viſit at the town of 
a few weeks, After Mr. Rowe's deceaſe, as a decent 


retreat ſeemed to her alone ſuited to a ſtate of widow- . 


hood, her averſion to a public appearance in the worid 


_encreaſed ; and the approach of the decline of life de- 
_ . termined her more ſtrongly to devote the remainder 


of her days to retirement; nor could auy arguments, 
ar perſuaſions of her friends, prevail with Mrs. Rowe 


do alter her ſentiments and conduct in this inſtance. 


It has been imputed to perſons of recluſe and aſcetic 
lives, that though their auſtere virtne may preſerve 
them from ſenſual indulgencies, againſt which they 
are wont to expreſs the utmoſt ſeverity ; yet they are 
too frequently apt to ſoothe themſelves in pride, ill- 
nature, cenſoriouſneſs, and the like hateful diſpoſitions 
of the mind. The lufire of Mrs. Rowe's character 
was not ſullied by ſo great a blemiſn. She was as ex- 
emplary for every ſocial and good-natvred virtue as for 
the exact ſanity of her manners; and juſtly thought 
the fias to which the ſoul is tempted by its union with 
the body, attended with lefs degrees of guilt than 
thoſe other vices of a graver ſort, which ſhe believed, 
debaſed human nature into a nearer reſemblance to 
that moſt evil and malevolent ſpirit, who is repre- 
ſented, in the ſacred writings, as perfectly oppoſite to 
the benignity of the ſupreme Being. . 

She had the happieſt command over her paſſions, 
and maintained a conſtant calmneſs of temper, and 
ſweetneſs of diſpoſition, that could not be ruffled with 
adverſe accideats, nor ſoured by the approach of o!d 
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ure Itſelf, It has been queſtioned whether ſhe was 
ever angry in her whole life; at leaſt with regard to 
thoſe little misfortunes, and diſpleafing incidents, that 
occur in common life, which, though really of a trivial 
nature, frequently prove too firong temptations to 
indecencics of paſſion ; ſhe was only wont to turn theſe 
into ſubjefs of mirth, and agreeable raillery, And as 
perſons are apt to be leaſt on their guard againſt ex- 
ceſſes of this kind towards inferiors and domeſtics, it 
onght to be obſerved, that her fer vant, who lived with 
her near twenty years, ſcarce ever diſcovered in her 
miſtreſs, any tendency to anger towards herſelf, or any 
warmth af reſentment againſt others, except in the 
cauſe of heaven, againſt great impiety, and flagrant 
crimes ; on which occaſions, ſome degree of indignati- 
on is not only irreproachable, but truly deſerves the 
name of commendable and virtuous zeal. 

Mrs. Rowe could hardly think any occaſion would 
Juſtify the reporting what was prejudicial to the repu- 
tation of another: I can appeal to you (ſays ſhe, in 
© a letter to a lady, who had been long and intimately 
© acquainted with her) if you ever knew me make an 
© envious, or an ill-natured reflection on any perſon on 
© earth. The follies of mankind would afford a wide 
© and various ſcene ; but charity would draw a veil of 
« darkneſs hre, and chuſs to be for ever fileat, rather 
© than expatiate on the melancholy theme.“ Scandal 
and detraftion appeared to her extreme inhumanity, 
h ch no charms of wit and politeneſs could make 
tolerable, If ſhe was forced to be preſent at ſuch 
kind of converſation, ſhe had ſometimes (when the 
freedom might be decently uſed) the courage openly 
to condemn it; and, 1 think, always the generoſity 
to undertake the defence of the abſent, when unjuſtly 
accuſed, and to extenuate even their real faults and 
errors. 

She was as unacquainted with envy, as if it had been 
impoſfible for fo baſe a paſſion to enter into the human 


u 
mind; and was always forward to do juſtice to every 
fine writer, and illuſtrious character of the age. She 
exceedingly loved to praiſe, and never failed to obſerv- 
and applaud every appearance of merit in thoſe with 


whom ſbe was acquainted ; but over-looked all their 


frailties with more than even the uſual partiality of 
friendſhip, Yet, though ſhe could have wiſhed to have 
made no other uſe of ſpeech than to commend worth 
aud virtue, on ſome occafions a ſenſe of duty compel- 
led her to reprove; but the ſeeming ſeverity of this 
virtue, was tempered by the ſofteſt arts of gentleneſs 
and goodneſs. In proof of which, it may not be im- 
proper to add the following inſtance of the honeſt ar- 
tifices ſhe uſed to diſgniſe her admonitions. She has 
been frequently obſerved to commend perſons of diſ- 
tinguiſhed eminence for one Kind of moral worth, 
before ſome of her friends, who were deficient in that 
particular virtue, in hopes they might be ſtruck with 
the beauty of the example which ſhe propoſed to their 
imitation, in a manner ſo little apt to give offence, 

She had few equals in her excellent turn of conver- 
ſation, Her wit was inexhauſtible, and ſhe expreſled 
her thoughts in the moſt beautiful and flowing elo- 
quence; and as theſe uncommon advantages were 
accompanied with an eaſy goodneſs, and unaffected 
openneſs of behaviour, ſhe infinitely charped all who 
knew her. 

Mrs. Rowe's wit, beauty and merit, had even from 
her youth conciliated to her much compliment and 
praiſe, and from ſuch judges of worth as might have 


made ſome degree of vanity ſeem almoſt pardonable 


in a lady and an author. Yet, amidſt theſe temptations 
to pride, ſhe retained all the humility of the meaneſt 
and moſt obſcure perſoas of the human race. 

She was perfectly untainted with that love of pleaſure 
which has ſo univerſally corrupted the preſent age; 
and is juſtly thought to have the moſt unfriendly in- 
tlucace on the nobleſt Kind of virtue. She was igno- 
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rant · of every polite and faſhionable game, Play, ſhe 


believed, at beſt, was but an art of loſing time, aud for- 
getting to think; but when ſhe reflected on the fatal 
co. ſequences that aitend a fond attachment to this 
diverſion, ſhe had even an horror for it. Her taſte 
was too retined and delicate to reliſh thoſe infipid 
trifles, called Novels and Romances, uſually as defec- 
tive in wit, and true imitation of nature, as replete with 
indecent images, which pollute the imagination, and 
ſhock every chaſte mind. She would have eſteemed 
the diverfions of the Engliſh theatre (eſpecially thoſe 
of the tragic kind) capable of aflording the moſt noble 


and rational pleaſure, if ſhe could have believed them 


innocent; but ſo few of them appeared to her inoſſen- 
five to virtue, that ſhe thought fit to abſtain from thoſe 
entertainmeats, which, in her opinion, generally tended 


. to promote impurity of manners, and expoſe piety to 


ſcorn and ridicule. The native grandeur of her ſoul, 
preierved her from a fondneſs for any kind of luxury, 
judging it much beneath the dignity of a being poſſeſled 
of reaſon, and born for immortality. She was always 
pleaſed with whatever ſhe found on her table; and 
neither the nature of her food, nor the manner of 
dreſfing it, gave her any uneaſfineſs: For if in either of 
theſe reſpects it was not perfectly agreeable, it only 
afforded her a ſubject of wit and pleaſantry, inſlead of 
occaſioning any diſguſt, or ſerious reſentment. She 
mixed in no parties of pleaſure, and extremely deſpiſed 
the trivial and uninſtructive converſation of formal 
viſits, which ſhe avoided, at leaſt, as much as decency 
would allow; aud, indeed (except drawing) ſhe had 
almoſt an equal contempt for every thing that bears 
the name of diverſion and amuſement, even of the moſt 


innocent kind. 
The love of money ſhe thought the moſt ſordid and 


ignoble of paſſions, and frequently lamented its general 
prevalence over the human mind. She did not know 
her owa eſtates from others, till ſome motives of pr u- 
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dence obliged her to inform herſelf, when ſhe appre- 
headed ſhe was ſoon to leave them; and was ſo far 
from that rigour in exacting her due, which approaches 
to inhumanity, that her neglect of her intereſt may 
be rather cenſured as exceſſive: She let her eſtates 
beneath their iatriafic value, as appears by the confi- 
derable advance of the rents ſince her deceaſe ; and 
was ſo gentle to her tenants, that ſhe not only had no 
law ſuit with any of them, but would not ſo much as 
ſuffer them to be threatened with the ſeizure of their 
goods, on the neglect of payment of their rents. When 
one of them, who owed her an hundred pounds, carried 


off all his ſtock in the night, ſhe could not be prevailed. 


on to embrace an opportunity in her power of ſeizing 
it afterwards : and if he had not in this manner quitted 
the eſtate, upon receiving ſome juſt menaces without 
her Knowle.ige, it is more than probable that her 
exceſs of goodneſs would have always prevented her 
from having recourſe to rigorons methods to eject 
him, and compel him to do her juſtice, It would be 
eaſy to add ſeveral other inſtances, highly prejudicial 
to her intereſt, in which ſhe voluntarily departed from 
her right, when ſhe had the higheſt claim of equity. 
She could ſcarce bear the mention of injuſtice, without 
trembling; and the tenderneſs and delicacy of her 
conſcience, with regard to this fin, was ſo great, that 
ſhe hardly thought ſhe could keep far enough from it. 
] can appeal to thee (ſays ſhe in an addreſs to God) 
© how ſcrupulouſly I have ated in matters of equity, 
and how willingly 1 have injured myſelf to right 
© others.” She ſpoke with much warmth of the ex- 


treme danger of any difhoneſt and fraudulent practice, 


and expreſſed her wonder, how perſons could die with 
any repoſe of mind, under the leaſt degree of ſuch a 
kind of guilt. 

Mrs. Rowe declined all honours that might have 
been paid her, og account of her works, by not pre- 


fi xiag her name to any of them, except a few poems in- 
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the earlier part of her life. The ſame modeſt diſpo- 
fitioa of mind appears in the orders that ſhe left in 
writing to her ſervant, in which, after having defired 
that her funeral might be by night, and attended on- 
ly by a ſmall number of friends, ſhe adds, charge 
Mr. Bowden not to ſay one word of me in the ſermon, 
© IT would lie in my father's grave, and have no ſtone 
© nor inſcription over my vile duſt, which I gladly leave 
© to oblivion and corruption, till it riſe to a glorious 
© immortality,” 

Mrs. Rowe was exemplary for every relative duty. 
Filial piety was a remarkable part of her character. 
She loved the beſt of fathers, as ſhe ought, and repaid 
his uncommon care and tencerneſs by all juſt returns 
of duty and affection. She has been heard to ſay, 
© That ſhe could die rather than diſpleaſe him :* and 
the anguiſh ſhe feſt at ſeeing him in pain, in his laſt 
ſickneſs, was ſo great, that it occaſioned ſome Kind of 
convulſion, a diſorder from which ſhe was wholly free 
in every other part of her life, 

When ſhe was entered into a marriage ſtate, the 
higheſt eſteem and moſt tender affection appeared in 
all her conduct to Mr, Rowe; and by the moſt gentle 
and obliging manners, and the exerciſe of every ſocial 
and good-natured virtue, ſhe confirmed the empiro 
ſhe had gained over his heart. She complied with 
his inclinations in ſeveral inſtances, to which ſhe was 
naturally averſe; aad made it her ſtudy to ſoften the 
anxieties, and heighten all the ſatisfactions of his life. 
Her capacity for ſuperior things did not tempt her to 
neglect the lefs honourable cares which the laws of 
decency impoſe on the ſofter ſex in the connubial re- 
lation: Much leſs was ſhe led by a ſenſe of her own 
merit to aſlume any thing to herſelf inconſiſtent with 
that duty and ſubmiſſion which the precepts of chriſtian 
piety ſo ſtrictly enjoin, Mr. Rowe had ſome mixture 
of natural warmth in his temper, of which he had not 
always a perfect command. If at any time this broke 
ont into ſome little exceſſes of anger, it never awakened 
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= any paſſion of the like Kind in Mrs. Rowe; but, on the 
| contrary, ſhe always remained miſtreſs of herſelf, and 
ſtudied by the gentleſt lauguage and moſt ſoothing en- 
dearments, to reſtore Mr. Rowe's mind to that calm- 
neſs which reaſon approves. And ſhe equally endea- 
voured, in every other inſtance, by the ſofteſt arts of 
perſuaſion, aid in a manner remote from all airs of 
ſuperiority, to lead Mr, Rowe on towards that perfec- 
tion of virtue, to which ſhe herſclf aſpired with the 
trueſt chriſtian zeal. During his long illaeſs, ſhe 
ſcarce ever ſtirred from him a moment, aad alleviated 
his ſevere affliction by performing, with inconceivable 
tenderneſs and aſſiduity, all the offices of compaſſion 
ſuited to that melancholy ſe ſon. She partouk his 
ſleepleſs nights, and never quitted his bed, ualeſs to 
ferve him, or watch by him, And as ſhe could ſcarce 
be perſuaded to forſake even his breathleſs clay, ſo ſhe 
conſecrated her future years to his memory, by ho- 
nouring his aſhes with reſolutions of perpetual widow- 

' houd, which with more than female conſtancy ſhe 

inviolably maintained, 

She was a gentle and kind miſtreſs; treating her ſer- 
vants with great condeſcenſion and goodneſs, and al- 
moſt with the affability of a friend and equal. She 
eauſed due care to be taken of them when they were 
ill, and did not think it miſbecome her to fit by the 
bed of a fick ſervant, to read to her books of piety, 
Her great humanity would not ſuffer her to be oſfend- 
ed with light faults; and as ſhe never diſmiſſed any 
one from her family, ſo I think, none of her ſervaats 
ever lett her, but with a view to the changing their 
condition by marriage. She knew when ſhe was well 
ſerved, and repoſed ſo much truſt in thoſe whoſe fide- 
lity ſhe had experienced, that it m ght ſeem to verge 
towards exceſs; yet, even ſuch great confidence was 
hardly more than was due to that ſervant, who was 
with Mrs. Rowe at the time of her death ; whoſe long 
and faithful duty to her miſtreſs, and remarkable 
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forrow for her loſs, deſerve to be mentioned with 
honour, 

She was a warm and generous friend, juſt if not par- 
tlal to the merits of thoſe whom the loved, and mot 
geatle and candid to their errors. She was always 
forward to do them good offices; but in a diſtinguiſhed 
manner, ſhe ſtudied with infinite art and zeal, to infi- 
ruate the love of virtue into all.-her acquaintance, and 
to promote their moſt important intereſts, by inciting 
them to the practice of every thing that would recom- 
mend them to higher degrees of the divine favour, 
This ſhe propoſed as the beſt end of friendſhip, 

Mrs. Rowe was not entirely free from the attacks 
of malice, that ſhe might not be without opportunity 
to exerciſe the divine virtue of forgiveneſs; yet one 
could ſcarce have learned from her diſcourſe that ſhe 
had an enemy; for ſhe was not wont to complain of 
any indecent conduct or injuries done to herſelf: S0 
that it was apparent, ſuch things made light impreffions 
on her mind: or that ſhe had endeavoured to efface 
them with the happieft ſucceſs, 

Her charities were ſo great, that ſhe devoted the 
whole of her income, beſides what was barely ſufficient 
for the neceſfities of life, to the relief of the indigent 
and diſtreſſed. 

Miſery and indigence were a ſufficient recommenda- 
tion to her compaſſionate regard and aſſiſtance; yet 
ſhe ſhewed a diſtinguiſhed readineſs to alleviate the 
afflictions of perſons of merit and virtue: And one who 
had the beſt opportunities of making this obſervation, 

lures me, that ſhe never knew any ſuch apply to Mrs. 
Rowe, without ſucceſs, when ſhe had it in her power 
to relieve their wants, The firſt time ſhe accepted of 
a gratification from the bookſeller for any of her works, 
ſhe beſtowed the whole ſum on a family in diftreſs: 
and there is great reaſon to believe that ſhe employed 
all the money that ſhe ever received on ſuch an account 
in as generous a manner, And once, when ſhe had 
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not by her a ſum of money large enough to ſupply the 
like neceſſities of another family, ſhe readily ſold a 
piece of plate for this purpoſe, She was accuſtomed, 
on going abroad, to furniſh herſelf with pieces of 
money of different values, that ſhe might relieve any 
objects of compaſhon who ſhould fall in her way, ac- 
cord:ng to their ſeveral degrees of indigence. She 
contributed to ſome defigns that had the appearance of 
charity, though the could not approve of them in every 
reſpect: For ſhe ſaid, * It was fit, ſometimes, to give 
© for the credit of religion, when other inducements 
© were wanting, that the profeſſors of Chriſtianity 
© might not be charged with covetouſneſs.“ A vice 
which the abhorred ſo much, that ſcarce any groſſer 
Kind of immorality conld more eftectually exclude 
from her friendſhip. * I never, ſaid ſhe, grudge any 
© money, but whea it is laid out on myſelf; for I con- 
© fider how much it would buy for the poor.“ Beſides 
the ſums of money which ſhe gave away, and the diſtri- 
bution of practical books on religious ſubjects, ſhe 
employed her own hands in labours of charity to 
clothe the neceſſit uous. This ſhe did, not only for 
the natives of the lower Palatinate, when they were 
driven from their country by the rage of war, which 
appeared a calamity peculiarly worthy of compaſhon ; 
but it was her frequent employment to make gar- 


ments of almoſt every kind, and beſtow them on thoſe _ 


who wanted them. She diſcovered a ftrong ſenſe of 
humanity, and often ſhewed her exquiſite concern 
for the unhappy, by weeping over their misfortunes, 
1 heſe were the generous tears of virtue, and not 
any feminine weakneſs; for ſhe was rarely obſerved 
to weep at affliftions that befel herſelf, She was, in- 


deed, ſo ſenſibly touched with the miſeries of the poor, 


as not only to ſend her ſervant to examine what they, 
ſtood in need of when they were ſick, but often viſited 
them in perſon, when they were ſo wretched that their 
houſes were not fit for to eater into; and even when 
they were ill of mal. gnaat and contagious diſtempets. 
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One kind of munificence, in which ſhe greatly delight- _ 
ed, was caufing children to be taught to read and work : 
Theſe ſhe furniſhed with ſupplies of clothing, as well 
as bibles, and other neceſſary books of inſtruction. This 
ſhe did not only at Frome, but alſo at a neighbouring 
village, where part of her eſtate lay, And when ſhe 
met in the ſtreets with children of promifing counte- 
nances, who were perfectly unknown to het, if, upon 
enqu.ry, it appeared, that through the poverty of their 
parents they were not put to ſchool, ſhe added them 
*0 the namber of thoſe who were taught at her own 
-xpence. She condeſcended, herſelf, to inſtruct them 
itz the plain and neceſſary principles and duties of re- 
ligion; and the grief ſhe felt when any of them did 
not anſwer the hopes ſhe had entertained, was equal 
to the great ſatisfaction ſhe received, when it appeared 
that her care and bounty had been well placed. She 
was alſo a contributor to a charitable inſtitution of 
this kind at Frome of a more public nature; though, 
according to the general cuſtom of ſuch ſchools, all 
who were educated in it were compelled to worſhip 
God in that particular form, from which ſhe herſelf 
took the liberty to diſſent. But Mrs. Rowe was not 
corrupted by this example of contracted goodneſs, which 
can ſcarce be reconciled to that univerſal benevulence - 
the goſpel enjoins: Her charities were not confiued to 
thoſe of her own party or ſentiments, but beſtowed on 
indigeat perſons of almoſt all the ſes into which Chriſ- 
tianity is divided; and even thoſe whoſe religious 
opinions ſeemed to her of the moſt dangerous conſe- 
que ce partook largely of her bounty, Nor was her 
beneficeace limited only to thoſe who in ſtrict terms 
might he called poor; for as ſhe was wont to ſay, It was 
© one of the greateſt benefits that could be done to 
£ mankind, to free them from the cares and anxieties 
© that attend a narrow fortune; in purſuance of thoſe 
generous ſentiments ſhe has been often known to make 
large preſents to perſons, who were not oppreſſed with 
the leaſt extremes of indigence. 
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It is aſtoniſhing how the moderate eſtate Mrs. Rowe 


was poſleſſed of, could ſupply ſuch various and expen- 
ſive benefactions; aud her owa ſenſe of this oace broke 
out to an intimate friend: 1 am ſurprized, ſaid ſhe 
to her, how it is poſſible my eſtate ſhould anſwer all 
© theſe things! and yet I never want money.“ This 


ſhe only ſpoke to give honour to the divine bleſkng, * 


which, as ſhe was wont to acknowledge with great 
piety, apparently protected her from loſſes, and proſ- 
pered all her affairs. 

She practiſed ſecret prayer three times a-day. She 
had an high veacration and love to the Lord's-day, 
which ſhe wholly conſecrated to piety and devotion. 
She never neglected any opportunity of - partaking of 
the holy communioa, for which ſhe had the higheſt 
aſfection and veneration. She had an inexpreiſible iove 
and veneration for te Holy Scriptures, and was aſſi- 
duous iu the reading of them, particularly the New 
Teftament, the Pſalms, and thoſe parts of the propheti- 
cal writings which relate to our bleſſed Saviour. 

She poſſeſſed a large meaſure of that ſcrenity and 
cheerfulneſs of temper, which ſeem naturally to flow 
from conſcious virtue and the hope of the divine favour. 
Her whole life ſeemed not only a conſtant calm, but a 
* perpetual ſun-ſhine, and every hour of it ſparkled with 
good humour, and inoffenſive gaiety. 

Her friendſhips were founded on virtue. She ſhewed 


a generous mind, elevated above the mean principles 


of party and bigotry. She was favoured with the 
eſteem and acquaiatance of the Counteſs of Winchel- 
ſea, the Viſcounteſs Weymouth, the Viſcountefſs Scu- 
damore, the Lady Carteret, the Lady Brooke, the 
honourable Mrs. 1hyane, the Earl of Orrery, Dr. 


Kenn, Lord Biſhop of Bath and Wells, Sir Richard 


Blackmore, Dr. Watte. Mr, Prior, Mr. Grove, the 
Counteſs of Hertford, &c, 


POEMS 


ON 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
c—_w_w— 
A PARAPHRASE ON CANTICLES. 
In Blank Verſe. 


A DIVINE PASTORAL. 


OO ————_—— — 


CHAP. I. 


SHE. 
COME ! and with thy balmy kiſſes ſoothe 
Theſe holy languiſhments, and let thy breath 
With vital fragrance cheer my drooping poWrs: 
Not ſpicy wines with their delicious ſcent, 
And cordial flavour, ſo revive the ſoul; 
Thy name is muſic! when I mention thee 
- Celeftial ſweetneſs fills the ambient air; 
The lining virgins find the heav*nly charm, 
Confeſs thy worth, and catch the ſacred flame. 
O draw me with the ſoft, refiſtleſs bands 
Of gentle love, and 1 will follow thee 
To thoſe fair chambers where my gracious king 
With royal banquets feaſts my longing ſoul, 
And ſeals his truth in ſacramental wine. 
But who can paint the rifing eeſlaſy 
His preſence gives, while on his charming face 
Sit ſmiling beauty and immortal love? 
Have I deferv'd this grace? my conſcious heare 
Forbids the guilty boaſt z for I am black 
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As Kedar's tents; expas'd at burning noon 

The ſultry ſun has ſtain'd my native hue. 

Rut who ſhall aſk my glorious lover why 

His favours, thus unmerited, are plac'd? 
Conduct me, thou more dear to me thay life! 

ConduQt me where thy ſnowy flocks are fed, 

In verdant meads among the living ſprings 

That geutly wind aro ind their flow'ry banks: 

There let me ſhelter d in the cool receſs 

Of ſome delightful ſhade repoſe at noon, 

Nor ever from thy facred paſtures ſtray 

In paths unknown, nor hear a firanger's voice. 


HE. Thou faireſt object that the world can boaſt! 
Keep near the ſhepherd's tents; thy Ettle kids 
May there ſecurely feed and ſafely reſt, 

Follow the bleating of my harmleſs flocks, 
And mark their footſteps on the graſſy plain. 

What artleſs graces on thy mien appear ! 

Not Pharaoh's manag'd fteeds with eafier ftate, 
In golden reins the royal chariot draw. 

Where er I gaze, new beauties charm my ſighs, 
The ſparkling pendants on thy bluſhing cheeks 
More warmly glow, while from thy lovely neck 
The circling chain new blandiſhmeat receives. 

Ye nymphs of Salem, with your uiceſt art 
Prepare the nuptial veſt : On braided gold 
Let filver foilage round the border ſhine. 


SHE.—While at his royal board theheav*nly king 


Vouchſafes to entertain his joyful gueſts, 
Let ali my ſpikenard yield its rich perfume: 
But oh! what ſweetneſs like his roſy breath? 
Not myrrh new bleeding from the wounded tree, 
Nor dleft Arabia through her ſpicy groves, 
Such fragrqace blows, He all the filent night 
Shall lean his head upon my peaceful breaſt. 

Az claftring camphire, with a livelier green 
Hiſtinguiſh'd, in Engedi's vineyard ſtands, 
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Thus with peculiar charms thy heav'aly form” 
Surpaſſes all the pride of human trace. 
Not half ſo bright the eyes of doves as thine, 
Their luftre all fimilitude exceeds : 
Deſcription faints when I would talk of thee. 
But I ſhall praiſe thee in a loftier firain, 
When in the bliſsful bow'rs above we meet; 
Thoſe glorious manſions rais'd by ſkill divine, 
Where crown'd with peace, and ever-verdant youth. 
The jocund hours dance on their endleſs round. 


— — 


CHAP. II. 


HE. 
BLOOM like thine the vernal ruſe 
On Sharon's flow'ry lawn ; ſo pure a white 
The fragrant lily of the valley wears: 
As theſe among the rambling briars ſhine, 
My fair excels the daughters of the land. 


SHE.—My prince diſtiaguiſh'd with ſuperior charms 
Outſhines the brighteſt of the ſons of men; 
As ſome tall tree, with golden apples crown'd, 
Stands eminent, the glory of the grove: 
Beneath his cooling ſbade reclin'sd I fate, 
And ſoothꝰd my taſte with the delicious fruit. 

Me to his houſe of banquetting the king 
With gracious ſmiles invites, and o'er my head 
The banners of immortal love diſplays ; 
Its ſacred myft'ries unfolded there, 
Emblazon'd, ſhew the triumphs of his grace. 

With flowing bowls from life's eternal ſpring, 
And heav'uly fruits refreſh my fainting ſoul; 
For I am fick of love. let me lean 
My drooping head upon thy downy breaſt; 
While thy left arm ſupports me, let thy right 
Kindly infold me in a chaſte embrace. 
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HE.—Jeruſulem's fair daughters, that attend 
The princely bow'rs, I charge you by the hinds, 
The nimble roe-bucks, and the ſportive fawns, 
( Your ſylvan joys) I charge you not to wake 
My leeping Love, nor break her golden reft. 


SHE. What heav'nly muſic ſteals upon the dawn? 
"Tis my Beloved's voice! behold! he comes, 0 
Light as a bounding hart along the hills; 

Now through the latt ice darts his radiant eyes, 

And in this gentle language calls me forth; 

* Ariſe, my charmer! ſee! the morning breaks 

In roſy ſmiles; the vint'ry ſtorms are gone, 

© The fragrant ſpring, with flow'ry chaplets crown'd, 
© Leads on her jovial train; the feather u race 


© In artleſs harmony unite their ſtrains, 


© White cooing turſtes murmur in the glade; 
© The pregnant fig-tree ſhoots, the purple vine 
© With promis'd cluſters cheers the praner's hope; 
© Nature in ali her vefnal glory ſhines: 
© Ariſe, my Fair! ariſe, and come away !? 

From the cool grotto's of the marble rock 
Come forth, my Dove, diſplay thy lovely face, 
And let thy charming voice delight mine ear; 
Thy voice is mufic, harmony divine, . 
And in thy face celeſtial beauty ſmiles. 

Ye keepers of my vineyard, ſpread the toils 
To catch thewily foxes, thar deſtroy ; 
The ſwelling cluſters rich with purple juice, 


SHE. My lord is mine, and J am wholly his 
By purchas'd right, and voluntary vows, 
Among the lilies he delights to walk, 

Himſelf more fragrant, and more fair than they! 

O ſtay! nor leave me till the morning rays 
Break from the eaſt, and diffipate the gloom: | 
Then if I muſt awhile thy abſence mourn, 
Swift as the hart on Bether's airy hills 
Return again, and bleſs my longing eyes. 
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CHAP, III. 


SHE. 


E 2 night, when on my reſtleſs bed I ſought, 
But ſought in'vain, the partner of my cares, 
For he was now withdrawn: in ſoft complaints 

I breathꝭd my grief, but there was no reply. 

With haſte I riſe, and thro? the ſpacious ſtreets 
Diſtracted rove; at laſt, the nightly watch 

I mer, but they no conſolation give. 

Not far from them my weary feet had gone, 

Ere the bright obje@ of my love appear'd; 
Eager I claſp'd him in my folded arm; 
Then gently drew him to my mother*s houſe, 

The facred ſeat where firſt our mutual flames 
With folemn vows, and holy rites were ſcal'd. 

Virgins of Salem, by the foreſt roe, 

And ſkipping fawn, I charge you not to wake 
My ſlumb'ring Lord, nor break his ſoft repoſe. 

See! where he comes from his ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
And with celeftial fragrance fills the air, 
Perfum'd with all the aromatic coſt 
That rich Sabza's ſpicy groves produce: 

Such ſweets in clouds of holy incenſe riſe, 
When eaſtern odours on the altar ſmoke. 

Ihe regal bed a valiant guard ſurrounds : 
Threeſcore the boldeſt ſons of Julah's race, 
With each a ſword girt on his mahily thigh, | 
To free the night from terror and alarm. 

King Solomon with wondrous art prepat d 
A chariot blazing with imperial coſt: 

The frame was poliſh'd wood from Lebauon, 
Its pedeſtals of gold, in equal height 

The ſilver pillars roſe, the gay ſupport 

Of purple curtains, proud with Tyrian dye, 
The ſeat beneath was ſoftly pav'd with love. 
Daughters of Salem, ſee the Hebrew king 
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\Crown'd with the beauteous wreath his mother plac'd 


About his temples, on that happy day 
When bridal rites completed all his bliſs, 


— 


CHAP. IV. 
HE. 


WY" ſparkling language can deſcribe my fair? 
Not all the various charms that nature boaſts, 


In gay fimilitudes can reach her worth. 
Leſs mild than her's the eyes of doves appear, 
Her treſſes waving to the ſportive wind, 
Look like the friſking Kids on Gilead's plain, 
In equal rows her teeth appear more white 
Than ſheep new ſhorn waſh'd in the cryſtal brook, 
Her lips like threads of ſcarlet: When ſhe ſpeaks 
In ſweeteſt ſounds the melting accents flow. 
Her roſy cheeks glow through the flowing curls, 
Like ripe pomegranates bluſhing on the tree. 
Like David's lofty tow'r her graceful neck, 
Circled with gems, as that with glittering ſhields, 
Her breaſts the ſeat of innocence and truth, 
Harmlefs and white as twins of gentle roes, 
Which in ſome fragrant ſpot of lilies feed. 
*Till the celeftial morn with golden beams 
Diſpels the gloom, and clears the duſky ſky, 
Ju haſten to the hills of frankincenſe, 
And dropping myrrh ; while thro? the filent ſhades 
Refreſhing gales their balmy breath diffuſe. 
How fair thou art! how ſpotleſs in my fight! 
Return, my Love, from Lebanon with me 
To Shenir's groves, and Hermon's flow'ry plain. 
Look from the rop of Amana, nor fear 


The ſpotted leopard or the lion's range. 


A thouſand graces lighten in thy eyes ; 
In pleafing chains thy captive I am held, 
My Spouſe! my Siſter If beyond theſe names 
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845 Of chaſte aſfection, there are dearer ties 


Still thou art more to me! My raviſh'd hearr 
Dwells on thy heav'nly beauties, and prefers 
Thy love to all the joys of ſprightly wine. 
Not honey dropping from the luſcious comb 
Exceeds the ſweetneſs on thy balmy lips. 
The vernal ſcents of Lebanon perfume 
Thy flowing veſt with aromatic dews. 

A garden well enclos'd, a fountain ſeal'd 
From all unholy and profane acceſs, 
Such is my Love to me: As fertile too, 
As ſome fair orchard crown'd with ev'ry plant 
Grateful in taſte or ſmell.——Thro' verdant leaves 
The large pomegranate's ripen'd ſcarlet glows, 
While ſpikenard, caſſia, frankincenſe and myrrh 
Their humid odours yield : The golden bloom 
Of ſaffron ſpreads its treaſures to the ſun, . 

But thou art ſweeter than the flow'ry ſpring, 
Or bleſt Arabia when her ſpicies blow; 
Thy mind unſully'd as the cryſtal fireams 
That plenteous flow from tow'ring Lebanon, 


SHE.—Awake, thou north, ye ſouthern breezes, riſe, 


With filken wings your balmy vapour ſpread, 


And open ev'ry aromatic bloom ! 
While my Beloved with his preſence glads 
The ſylvan ſcenes, and taſtes my pleaſant fruits, 


— — 


CHAP. V. 


HE. 


COME, my lovely ſiſter and my ſponſe! 

Thoſe ſpicy groves, and ever blooming bow'rs, 
Invite me often to their happy ſhades ; 
Balſamic odours and delicious fruits, 


Wich various plenty entertain me here. 


O come, my friends, the banquet is divine! 
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Indulge your taſte, and recreate your fouls 
With heav'nly food, and conſecrated wines, 


SHE,—Unwelcome flumbers ſteal upon my ſen! , 
I fleep, but ſtill my liſt'ning fancy wakes. 

* Tis my beloved ſpeaks, I know the voice: 

© My fair, my undefil'd! he gently cries, 

© Unbolt thoſe envious doors; 'tis I that call 

© For entrance here: My locks with drizly dews, 
And falling moiſture of the night are fill'd, 

« My veſture's off, my cruel tongue reply*d, 

* How can I put it on? My feet, new waſh'd, 
How can 1 groping through the dark defile ??? 

Still at che door my injur'd lord attends, 

While on the lock his buſy fingers move v 
Touch'd with a ſoft remorſe, at laſt I riſe, 

Flew to the door; but while with eager haſte 

The faſten'd lock I ſearch'd, ſweet ſmelling myrrh 
From ev*ry bolt its precious moiſture ſhed ; 

The rich perfume my lover's hands had left. 
With joyful ſpeed the paſſage I unbarr'd, 
But found my viſionary bliſs was gone; 

My ſoul with anguith melted when he ſpoke, 
And now with wild diſtraction ſees her guilt, 

I call'd in vain, for there was no reply, 

In vain I ſearch'd, for he was now withdiawn : 

1 hen penſive wand'ring through the ſileut fireets 
1 he watchman found me, and with crucl ſcorn 
Reproach my honour and unblemiſh'd name, 
The ſcoffing ſentry took away my veil. 

But you, bright maids of Salem, I adjure 

By your own chaſte affections, if you find 

My lord, with all your tender eloquence 

Relate the anguiſh of my love-ſick heart. 


VIRGINS.—Inform us then, thou faireſt of thy ſex! 
For whom thoſe melting tears are ſhed in vain 
Tell us with what peculiar excellence 


Superior to the race of men he ſhines, 
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SHE.—Among ten thouſand he diſtinguiſh'd ſtands, 
A ſpotleſs white with roſy bluſhes ftain'd- 

| Adorns his face, bright as a cloudleſs morn, 

With crimſon fluſh'd. In ſhining curls his hair 

Flows graceful down, black as the raven's plumes. 
His eyes, the eyes of doves, ſerene and mild. 
4 A vernal bloom upon his youthful cheeks 

| And balmy lips perpetually reſides, 

To what ſhall I his matchleſs hands compare, 

And ſnowy fingers? whence the circling gems 
Receive more grace and luſtre than they give, 
His well ſhap'd legs in juſt proportion riſe 

Like marble pillars on a baſe of gold. 
Majeſtic and complete his form appears, 

As tow'ring Lebanon with cedars crown'd. 
Perſuaſion dwells upon his charming tongue, 

And eloquence divine: Wheneer he ſpeaks 

| My ſoul with ecſtaſy attends the ſound. 

He's altogether lovely !——This is he, 

4 My friend, my, life, and iny eternal bliſs? | 


* 


—— 
a CHAP. VI. . 


_ VIRGINS, 
THOU prime of beauty i tell us where to find 
Thy abſent Lord; to what ſequeſter'd ſhade 
Does he retire? that we may ſoak him there. 


| SHE,—The fertile gardens are hs pleaking haunts 
With balmy, ſcents. and juicy fruits regal d, . | 
On flow'ry beds he takes his ſweet repoſe, 
Though abſent now, my well-beloved's mine, 
| And I am his: Immortal love has join'd 
Our conſtant hearts; nor place, nor endleſs lengths 
Of time ſhall e'er the ſacred union break. . 


HE,—See here ſhe comes !—but how divinely fair: 
Should Tirza with its lofty turrets riſe, 
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Or Salem's golden ſp'res the landſkip paint, 
A finer proſpect in her face I view. 
Should ar mies march along in pompous ranks, 
With enfigns ſpread, and glittering ſpears advanc'd, 
Her glances, yet more conqu'ring rays would dart.— 
O turn away thy bright reſiſtleſs eyes! 
They overcome me with their piercing light, 
As Gilead*s riſing top with flocks adorn'd, 
Thy temples thus the curling treſſes grace. 
Not ſheep. new waſh'd, with ſnowy twins appear 
More white and equal than thy polift'd teeth: 
Nor half ſo fair the ripe pomegranate*s bluſh, 
As that which glows upon thy blooming cheek. 
' Unnumber'd beanties grace Judea court, 
And royal maids their ſov'reign's will attend: 
But thou art one ſelected from the reſt, 
Thy mother's blooming Joy and only care. 
The queens and virgins ſaw thy matchleſs form, 
Approv'd thy charms, and bleſt thee with their ſmiles, 
Thy lovely aſpect, as the morning clear, 
Fair as the ſilver moon, but darting light 
More warm and ſplendid than the mid day ſun! 
Thy mien majeſtic, 4s the ' pompous ſhow 
Of armies in a proud triumphant march! 
Along the ſpicy groves and flow'ry vale, 
Delighred with their various ſweets I walk'd, 
Survey'd the fpringing plants, the curling vines, 
And fair pomegranates in their luſcious bloom. 
But oh! the bleſt ſurpriſe, when unawares 
Thy lovely form among the trees I faw : 
Wing'd with deſire my haſty ſteps out flew 
Aminadad's light chariots in their ſpeed. 
Return, my charming Shulamite, return 
With me to thofe inviting ſhades gain; / 
Our joys the ſame as when two armies join'd | 
In peaceful * forget their hoſtile claims, 


Cw) 


Copier — 
HE. | 
1 IS lovely offspring of «princely race, 
How graceful is thy mien Thy fleader legs 


With buſkins ry'd of ornamental call 

What juſt proportion ſhines in ev xy part! 

What artful hand ſuch excellence can trace! 
Like ſummer harveſts fruitful, and as fir 

As filver lilies in their ſnowy pride. 

Her breaſts like twins of young unſpotted roes. 

Her neck an iv*ry column fitly plac'd, 

Pat what can match the ſplendour of her eyes? 

Not Heſhbon's limpid current, when the ſun 

Reflected ſparkles on the cryſtal wave. 

As Lebanon's high palace, op'ning wide 

In dazzling proſpect to the diſtant hills, 

Such perfect ſymmetry her features boaſt, 

As CarmePs top with plenteous verdure crowd, 

Her head a flowing length of ſhining hair - 

With ſilken ringlets decks, ——THh* enamonr'd king, 

Held by her beauty, in the gallery ſtays. 
How fair thou art! how faſhion'd for delight! 

Thy ſtature like the ſhapely palm, thy breafts 

Like ſwelling cluſters of the juicy vine: 

I' climb the palm, and with its verdant boughs 

My joyful temples crown ; the juicy vine 

Shall with its ſwelling cluſters pleaſe my taſte. 
The vernal ſweetneſs of thy roſy lips 

The ambient air perfumes ; while in thy voice 

Celeſtial mufic charms my liſt ning ears: 

Thy voice would ſtay th' invading fleep of death, 

And with immortal rapture fill the ſoul, 


SHE. What joy can equal this tranſporting thought, 
That my beloved's mine, and I am his! 
Come, let us to the peaceful village haſte, 
There lodge at night; and at the early dawn 
Wich thee 1] range the folirary-fields, 
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Obſerve the vineyards, how their branches ſhoot, 


How in its prime the freſh pomegranate glows ; 
Theſe pleaſing ſcenes ſhall tender thoughts inſpire, 
Improve our joys, and ſoothe the heav'nly flame, 
Come, let us haften to our country-ſeat, 

The blooming ſeaſon in its prime appears ; 

The mandrakes at our gates perfume the air: 
Within, what choice autumnal plenty yields, 

Or early ſprifigs produce, fruits new and old 

Of pleaſing taſte are all reſerv'd for thee. 
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*"THAP, VIII. ; 


SHE. 


COULD I call thee by a brother's name, 
1 hat tender title would indulge my bliſs ; 


- While unreſtrain'd by the ſuperior claims 


I'd lead thee to my mother's rural ſeat, 

And with domeſtic kindneſs treat thee there, 
With ſpicy wines and ſweet pomegranate's juice; 
Then leaning on thy buſom gently reſt, 

While thou ſhouldſt fold me in a chaſte embrace, 
Ye virgin train, I charge you not to wake 

My fleeping lover from his ſoft repoſe. 


HE.—Come, lean, my fair, on this ſupportiag arm, 


The care to guide thy gentle ſteps be mine, 
Along this gloomy foreſt's winding paths, 

Theſe pleaſing ſcenes the pleaſing thought revive, 
When firſt thy mother brought thee to my arms ; 
Beneath a ſpreading tree's delightful ſhade 

I ſaw, and rais'd thee from the lowly ground. 


SHE.—For ever bleſt be that auſpicious hour, 
And may the ſoft impreſſion ne'er be loſt ! 
O ſet me as a ſignet on thy heart by 
For love is ftrong as death, and jealouſy 
Releatleſs as the grave; and mine's a flame 
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| That ſtreams, that ſwelling fountains cannot quenck, 
Nor all the oceati's boundleſs ſtores allay. : 
] have a ſiſter yet obſcure and young, | 

X A helpleſs orphan; let my gracious prince 

With picy think on her defenceleſs ſtate. 


4  HE,—If worthy. of our royal grace ſhe prove, 
| A palace rich with filver roofs we'll raiſe, 
i} Enclos'd with doors of cedar for her guard. 


SHE,—Such was the favour, ſo divinely free, r 
: That firſt with gentle and propitious eyes 
Beheld my humble charms, and rais'd me thus. 


_ HE,—His vineyard Solomon to keepers lets; = 
But mine, entruſted to no hireling's hands, A 
| | With pleaſing toil employs my buſy hours, | 
And is my conſtant, my peculiar care. 
\ With thee, my love, converſing in the ſhades 
The downy moments wing'd with pleaſure fly; 
| Still I could liſten to thy charming voice: 
Thy fair companioas too inſtructed hear 
Thy gracious words, and catch thy heav*nly ſound. 


SHE.—My lord ! my life | my ſoul's eternal bliſs! 
Haſte to my longing arms! fly like the roe, 
Or bounding hart on Bether's ſpicy hills! 


A HYMN ON HEAVEN. 
| HAT glorious things of thee, O glorious place ! 
7 Shall my bold muſe in daring numbers ſpeak ? 
While to immortal firains I tune my lyre, 
And warbling imitate angelic airs : 
While ecſtaſy bears up my ſoul aloft, 
And lively faith gives me a diſtant glimpſe 
Of glories unreveald to human eyes. 
Ye ſtarry manſions, hail | my native ſkies} ! 
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Here in my happy, pre-exiftent ſtate, | | | 
(A ſpotleſs mindY1 led the life of . 
But paſſing, I ſalute you, and advance 
To yonder brighter realm's-allow'd acceſs, 

Hail, ſplendid city of th' almighty King 
Celeſtial Salem, fituate above ; 
Magnificent thy proſpect, and auguſt, 


Thy walls ſublime, thy tow'rs and palaces: 
IUuſtrious fair, with orient gems appear. 


There, regent angels, crown'd with ſtars, command, 


High in the midR, the awful throne of God 
Aſcends, the utmoſt empyrean arch, 


The heav'n of heav'ns; where in conceiveleſs light, 


Such as infinity alone can prove, 
He enjoys th*' extremeſt bounds of happineſs, 
And was in perfect bleſſednefs the fame 
Ere any thing exiſted but himſelf ; 
Ere time, or place, or motion, had a name ; 
Before the ſpheres began their tuneful round ; 
Or through the air the ſun had ſpread his beams; 
Ere at his feet the flaming ſeraphs bow'd, 
And caſt their ſhining crowns before his throne ; 
Ere ſanling angels tun'd their golden harps, 
Or ſang one hallelujah to his praiſe, 
But mighty love, which mov'd him to create, 
Still moves him to communicate his bliſs. 

O ſpeak! you happy fpirits that ſurround 
His dazzling throne, for you alone can tell; 
For you alone thoſe raptnres can deſcribe, 
And ſtem th” impetuous floods of joy that riſe 
Within your breaſts, when all unveil'd, you view 
The wonders of the beatific fight : 
When from the bright unclonded face of God 
Yon drink full draughts of bliſs and endleſs love, 
And pluage yourſelves in life's immortal fount ; 


The ſpring of joy, which from his darling throne - 


In endleſs currents fmoothty glides away, 
Tro' all the verdant fields of paradiſe; 


1 hro* balmy groves, where on their flow'ry banks, 
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To murm'ring waters, and ſoft whiſp'ring winds, 
Fair ſpirits in, glodious concert join, 
And ſweetfy warble their heroic loves. 
For love makes half their heav'n, and kindles here {F 
New flames, and ardent life in ev*ry breaſt; | 
While active pleaſurg lightens in their eyes, 
t And ſparkling beauty ſhines on every face : 
Their ſpotleſs minds, all pure and exquiſite, 
4 The nobleſt heights of love prepar'd to act, 
In everlaſting ſympathies unite, 
And melt, in flowing joys, eternity away. 
To thoſe bleſt ſhades, and amaranthine bow?rs, 
When dazzled with th” infofferable beams © | 
That iſſue from the open face of God, = 
For umbrage many a feraphim reſorts: 
Nor longer here o'er their bright faces claſp | 
| Their gorgeous wings, which open wide, diſplay 
More radiance than adorns the cheerful ſan, © 
q When firft he from the roſy eaſt looks out: 
Gentle as love, their looks ſerene as light, 
' Blooming and gay as everlaſting ſprings; 
But oh! when ia the lofty bliſsful bow'rs, 
With heav*nly ſkill, to the harmonions lyre, 
The clear, the ſweet, the melting voice they join; 
The vales of Heav'n rejoice, and echoing loud, 
Redouble ev'ry charming cloſe again ; ts 
While trembling winds upon their fragrant wings 
Bear far the ſoft, melodious ſounds away; | 
The filver ftreams their winding journeys ſtay, 
Suſpend their murmurs, and attend the fong ; 
The laughing flelds new flow'rs and verdure wear, 
And all the trees of life bloom out afreſh. _ 
| The num'rons ſans which gild the realms of joy, 
Dance in their light ſome ſpheres, and brighter day 
4; Throꝰ all th? interminable ether darts, | 
While to the great unutterable name, 
All glory they aſcribe in lofty ſtrains, 
In ftrains expreſsleſs by a mortal tongue. 
O happy regions ! O tranſporting place 
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With what regret I turn my loathing eyes- 
Jo yonder earthly globe, my duſky ſeat ! 
But, ah! I muſt return; no more allow'd-. 
To breathe the calm, the ſoft, celeſtial air, 
And view the myſtic wonders of the ſkics. 


| C— 
A -DESCRIPTION OF HELL. 


IN IMITATION OF MILTON; 


EEP, to unfathomable ſpaces deep, - 

Deſcend the dark, deteſted paths of hell, 
The gulphs of execration and deſpair, 
Of pain, and rage, and pure unm ingled woe; 
The realms of endleſs death, and ſeats of night, 
Uninterrupted night, which ſees no dawn, 
Prodigious darkneſs ! which receives no light, 
But from the ſickly blaze of ſulph'rous flames, 
That caſt a pale and dead refloction round, 
Diſclofing all the deſolate abyſs, 


\ Dreadful beyond what human thought can form, 


Bounded with circling ſeas of liquid fire. 
Aloft the blazing billows curl their heads, 
And form a roar along the direful ſtrand ; 
While ruddy cat'racts from on high deſcend, . 
And urge the fiery ocean's ftormy rage. 
Impending horrors o'er the region frown, 
And weighty ruin threatens from on high ; 
Inevitable ſnares, and fatal pits, | 

And gulphs of deep perdition, wait below ; 
Whence iſſue long, remedileſs complaints, 
With endleſs groans, and everlaſting yells. 
Legions of ghaſtly fiends (prodigious fight t) 
Fly all confus'd acrofs the fickly air, 

And roaring horrid, ſhake the vaſt extent. 
Pale, meagre ſpectres wander all around, 
And penſive ſhades, and black deformed ghoſts. 
With unpious fury ſome aloud blaſpheme, 
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And wildly ſtaring upwards, curſe the ſkies ; 
While ſome, with gloomy terror in their looks, 
Trembling all over, downward caft their eyes, 
And tell, in hollow groaas, their deep deſpair. 
Convinc'd by fatal proofs, the atheiſt here 
Yields to the ſharp tormenting evidence; 
| And of an infinite eternal mind, 
At laſt the challeng'd demonſtration meets, 
The libertine his folly here laments, 
His blind extravagance, that made him ſell 
Unfading bliſs, and everlaſting crowns, 
Immortal tranſports, and celeſtial feaſts, 
For the. ſhort pleaſure of a ſordid fin, 
For one fleet moment's deſpicable joy. 
Too late, all loft, for ever loſt ! he ſees 
The envy'd ſaints triumphing from afar, 
And angels baſkiag in the ſmiles of God. 
But oh! that all was for a trifle loſt, 
; Gives to his bleeding ſoul perpetual wounds. 


The wanton beauty, whoſe bewitching arts, 
Has drawn ten thouſand wretched ſouls to hell, 
Depriv'd of ev'ry blandiſhment aud charm, 

All black, and horrid, ſeeks the darkeſt ſhades, 
To ſhun the fury of revengeful ghoſts, 

That with vindictive curſes ſtill purſue 

The author of their miſerable fate, 

Who from the paths of life ſeduc'd their ſouls, 
And led them down to theſe accurſt abodes. 

The fool that ſold his heav'a for gilded clay, 
The ſcorn of all the dama'd, ev'n here laments 
His ſordid heaps; which ſtill to purchaſe, he 
A ſecond time would forfeit all above: 

Nor covets fields of light, nor ſtarry wreaths, 
Nor angels ſongs, nor pure unmingled blifs, 
But for his darling treaſure ftill repines; 
Which from afar, to aggravate his doom, 

He ſees ſome thoughtleſs prodigal conſume. 

Beyond them all a miſerable hell 
The execrable perſecutor finds ; 
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No ſpirit howls among the ſhades below 

More damn'd, more tierce, nor more a fiend than he, 
Aloud he heav'n and holineſs blaſphemes, 

While all his enmity to good appears, 

His enmity to good; once falſely cailld 

Religious warmth, and charitable zeal. 

On high, beyond th' unpaſſable abyſs, 

To aggravate his righteous doom, he views 

The bliſsful realms, and there the ſchiſmatic, 

The viſionary, the deluded ſaint, 

By him ſo often hated, wrong'd, and ſcorn'd, 

So often curs'd, and damn'd, and baniſh'd thence ; 
He ſees him there poſſeſt of all that heav'n, 

Thoſe glories, thoſe immortal joys, which he, 

The orthodox, unerring catholic, | 

The mighty fav'rite, and elect of God, 

With all his' miſchievous, converting arts, 

His killing charity, and burning zeal, 

His pompous creeds, and boaſted faith, has loft, 7 
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THOUGHTS OF A DYING CHRISTIAN. 


COME, I come! and joyfully obey 

The fatal voice that ſummons me away: 
With pleaſure I reſign this mortal breath, 
And fall a willing ſacrifice to death. 
O welcome ſtroke, that gives me liberty 
Welcome, as to the ſlave, a jubilee ! 
Of the vain world I take my laſt adieu, 
The promis'd land is now within my view; 
The clouds diſpel, the ſtormy danger's paſt, 
And I attain the peaceful ſhores at laſt. 
My hope's dear obje&s, now are all in fight, 
The lands of love, and unexhauſted light ; 
The flowing ftreams of joy, and endleſs bliſs, 
The ſhining-plains, and walks of paradiſe ; 
The trees of life, immortal fruits and flow*rs, 

The tall celeſtial groves, and charming bow'rs; 
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The ſongs of angels, and their harps I hear; 


I breathe the balmy empyrean air, ö 
And ſcarce the fierce, tyrannic joy can bear. 


—— 


THE VISION. 


As in the cloſe receſſes of a ſhade, 
A ſhade for ſacred contemplation made; 

No beauteous branch, no plant, or fragrant flow'r, 
But flouriſh'd near the fair, delicious bow'r; 
With charming ſtate its lofty arches riſe, 
Adorn'd with bloſſoms, as with ſtars the ſkies; 
All pure and fragrant was the air I drew, 
Which winds thro” myrtle groves and orange blew ; 
Clear waves along with pleaſing murmur ruſh, _ 
And down the artful falls in noble cat'raQts guſh, 

'Twas here, within this happy place retir'd, 
Harmonious pleaſures all my ſoul inſpir'd ; 
I take my lyre, and try each tuneful firing, 
Now war, now love, and beauty's force would fing ; 
To heav'nly ſubjects now, in ſerious lays, 
I ſtrive my faint, unſkilful voice to raiſe; 
But as I unreſolv'd and doubtful lay, 
My cares in eaſy flumbers glide away: 
Nor with ſuch grateful fleep, ſuch ſoothing reſt, - 
And dreams like this I &er before was bleſs d; 
No wild, uncouth chimera's intervene, 
To break the perfect intellectual ſcene. 

The place was all with heav*nly light o'er-flown, 
And glorious with immortal ſplendor ſhone 
When lo! a bright ethereal youth drew near, 
Ineffable his motions and his air. 
A ſoft, beneficent, expreſsleſs grace, 
With life's moſt florid bloom adorn'd his face; 
Wreaths of immortal palm his temples bind, 
And long his radiant hair fell down behind, : 
His azpre robes hung free, and waving to the wind. 
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Angelic his addreſs, his tuneful voice 
Inſpir'd a thouſand elevating joys : 
When thus the wond'rous youth his ſilence broke, 
And with an accent all celeſtial ſpoke : 

To heav'n, nor longer pauſe, devote thy ſongs, 
To heav'n the muſe's ſacred art belongs; 
Let his unbounded glory be thy theme, 
Who fills th' eternal regions with his fame; 
And when death's fatal fleep ſhall cloſe thine eyes, 
In triumph we'll attend thee to the ſkies ; 
We'll crown thee there with everlaſting bays, 
And teach thee all our celebrated lays. | 
This ſpoke, the ſhiaing viſion upward flies, 
And darts as lightaing thro? the cleaving ſkies, 


LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP; 
A PASTORAL. 
— 


AMARYLLIS, 
HILE from the ſkies the ruddy ſun deſcends; 
And riſing night the ev'ning ſhade extends; 

While pearly dews o'erſpread the fruitful field; 
And clofing flowers reviving odours yield ; 
Let us, beneath thoſe ſpreading trees, recite 
What from our hearts our muſes may indite. 
Nor need we, in this cloſe retirement, fear, 
Leſt any ſwain our am'rous ſecrets hear. 


SYLVIA. 
To ev'ry ſhepherd I would mine proclaim 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt theme: 
A ſtranger to the looſe delights of love, 


My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendſhip proves 


And, while its pure and ſacred fire I ſing, ; 
Chaſte goddeis of the groves, thy ſuccour brings 
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AMA. —Propitious god of love, my breaſt inſpite 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleaſing fire: 
Propitious god of love, thy ſuccour bring; 
Whilſt I thy darling, thy Alexis ſing, 
Alexis, as the op'ning bloſſoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and ſoft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin ſighs, and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whiſp'ring ſpring, 
In ſweeter ſtrains does artful Conon fing ; 
When loud applauſes fill the crowded groves ; 
And Phoebus the ſuperior ſong approves, 


SYL.—Beauteous A minta ig as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy ſhades of night. 
When the is near, all anxious trouble flies; 
And our reviving hearts confeſs her eyes, 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay deſires, 
In ev*ry breaſt the beauteous nymph inſpires: 
And on the plain when ſhe no more appears, 
The plain a dark and gloomy proſpect wears, 
In vain the ſtreams roll on; the eaſtern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees, 

In vain the birds begin thei: evening ſong, 

And to the filent night their notes prolong: 

Nor groves, nor cryſtal ſtreams, nor verdant field 
Does wonted pleaſure in her abſence yield. 


AMA. —And in his abſence, all the penſive day, 
In ſome obſcure retreat I lonely ſtray ; 
All day to rhe repeating caves complain, 
In mournful accents, and a dying ſtrain. 
Dear, lovely youth! I cry to all around: 
Dear, lovely youth! the. flatt'ꝰring vales reſound. 


SYL.—On flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murm'ring ſtream, 
Aminta is my muſe's ſofteſt theme: 
Tis ſhe that does my artful notes refine : 
With fair Aminta's name my nobleſt verſe ſhall ſhine. 
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AMA.—T1! twine freſh garlands for Alexis brows, Ti 
And conſecrate to him eternal vows : Sc 
The charming youth ſhall my Apollo prove; W 
He ſhall adorn my ſongs, and tune my voice to love. T 

| ——— 
| V 
A DIALOGUE „ 
Between the 8 V 
SOUL, RICHES, FAME, and PLEAGURE. ' 8 
RICHES. „ 
1 


98 mortal, turn and view my ſtore, 
While all my glitt'ring treaſures 1 explore, 
'The gold of both the Indian worlds is mine, 

And gems that in the eaſtern quarry ſhine. 

For me advent'rous men attempt the main, 

And all the fury of its waves ſuſtain, c 
For me all toils and hazards they diſdain, 

For me their country's ſold, their faith betray'dz » 
The voice of intereſt ne'er was diſobey'd, 
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SOUL. Yet I thy tempting offers can deſpiſe, 
Nor loſe a wiſh on ſuch a worthleſs prize. 
When yonder ſparkling ftars attract my fight, 
Thy gold, thy boaſted gems, loſe all their light. 
My daring thoughts above theſe trifles riſe, 
And aim at glorious kingdoms in the fkies. 
I there expect celeſtial diadems, 
Out-ſhining all thy counterfeited gems, 


FAME.-—-'Tis nothing firange, that thy apbitions 
mind, 
In ſordid wealth ſhould no temptation find : 
But I have terms which thy acceptance claim, 


Heroic glory, and a mighty namet 
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To theſe the greateſt ſouls on earth aſpire, 
Souls moſt endow'd with the celeftial fire; 
Whom neither wealth, nor beauty can enflame, 
Theſe hazard all for an illuſtrious name. 


500 L. - And yet thou art a mere fantaſtic thing, 
Which can no ſolid ſatisfaction bring, 
Should I in coſtly monuments ſurvive, 
And, after death, in mens applauſes live; 
What profit were their vain applauſe to me, 
If doom'd below to endleſs infamy ? 
Sunk in reproach, and everlaſting ſhame - 
With God, and angels, where's my promis'd fame? 
But if their approbation I obtain, 
And deathleſs wreaths, and heav*nly glories gain, : 
I may the world's falſe pagoantry diſdain, 


PLEASURE.—But where the baits of wealth and 
honour fail, 
The inchanting voice of pleaſure may prevail: 
The lewd and virtuous, both may vaſlals prove, 
No breaſt ſo guarded but my charms can move, 
All that delights mankind, attends on me, 
Beauty, and youth, and love and harmony, 
I wing the ſmiling hours, and gild the day, 
My paths are ſmooth, and flow'ry all my way. 


SOUL.—But, ah! theſe paths to black perdition tend, 
There ſoon thy ſoft, deluding viſions end, 
Thoſe ſmooth, thoſe flow'ry ways, lead down to hell, 
Where all thy flaves in endleſs night muſt dwell, 
The road of virtue far more rugged is, 
But, oh! it leads to everlaſting bliſs. 
And all beyond the thorny paſlage lies 
The realm of light, diſcover'd to mine eyes: 
Gay bow'rs, and fireams of joy, and lightſome fields, 
With happy ſhades, the beauteous proſpect yields; 
Thoſe bliſsful regions I ſhall ſhortly gain, 
Where peace, and love, and endleſs pleaſures reign, 


[ 44 ] 
DESPAIR. 
H! lead me to ſome ſolitary gloom, 
Where no enliv'ning beams, nor cheerful echoes 
come; 

But ſilent all, and duſky let it be, 
Remote, and unfrequented but by me; 
Myſterious, cloſe, and ſullen as that grief, 
Which leads me to its covert for relief. 
Far from the buſy world's deteſted noiſe, 


Its wretched pleaſures, and diſtracted joys; 3 
Far from the jolly fools, who laugh, and play, 1 


And dance and fing, impertinently gay, 

Their ſhort, ineſtimable hours away; 

Far from the ſtudious follies of the great, 

Ihe tireſome farce of ceremonius ſtate: 

There in a melting, ſolemn, dying ſtrain, 

Let me, all day, upon my lyre complain, 

And wind up all its ſoft, harmonious firings, 

To noble, ſerions, melancholy things. . 
And let no human foot, but mine, &er trace | 

The cloſe receſſes of the ſacred place: 

Nor let a bird of cheerful note come near, 

To whiſper out his airy raptures heie. 

Only the penfive-ſongſtreſs of the grove, 

Let her, by mine, her mournful notes improve 

While drooping winds among the branches ſigh, 

And luggiſh waters heavily roll by, 

Here, to my fatal ſorrows let me give 

The ſhort remaining hours I have to live. | 
Then, with a ſullen, deep fetch'd'groan expire, | 
And to the grave's dark ſolitude retire, 
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THE 
HYMN 
OF THE 


THREE EASTERN MAGI, 


ADORING OUR SAVIOUR AT HIS NATIVITY. 


ROM thoſe bleſt regions where the ſun diſplays 
His blooming light, and ſpreads its earlieſt rays ; 

V here fragrant groves for ſacred incenſe ſpring, 

o thee, great Son of God, our zealous vows we bring. 
Hail, mighty infant, offspring of the ſkies ! 

eleftial glory lightens in thy eyes; 

'hy ſmiles preſage immeaſurable grace, 

nd ſcenes of paradiſe are open'd in thy face, 

More than the race of man ſurpriſing fair! 

More lovely than thy own propitious tar! 

hen fir its cheerful lufire bleſt our ſight, 

rac'd with ſuperior beams, and well-diſtinguiſh'd light. 
Ihe ſan its conq'ring glories met by day, 

nd fac'd his rival with a fainter ray; 

n golden robes, amidſt the ſhades it blaz'd, 

hile night, with all her eves, on the fair ſtranget 

gaz'd, 

Tv rich Judea ſtill it led the way, 

Aud hov'ring where th' immortal infant lay; 

ith darting beams it gilds the bleſt abode, 

And to our longing eyes reveal'd th? unqueſtion'd God. 

Whom thus with pure devotion we adore, 

And freely offer all our coſtly ſtore; 

old, as a tribute to the new-born King, 

nd incenſe to the God, with humble zeal we bring. 
The ſpacious Eaſt ſhall ſoon converted be, 

And all her ſplendid monarchs kneel to thee. 

The ſun no more in folding clouds array'd, 

—_—_h] mourn the impivus honours to his luſtre paid. 
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Apis ſhall ceaſe to bellow thro? the crow'd, 


With gilded horns and flow'ry garlands proud ; 


Paathea gums ſhall ſmoke no more 
To gods of monſtrous ſhape, on Nile's pollured ſhore. 

But thou ſhalt rife in fame, illuſtrious child, 

Of all mankind the great Redeemer ſtil'd; a 

A God in ev'ry language known and bleſt, 

By ev'ry bending knee ador'd, and ev'ry tongue con- 
feſs d. 

Temples to thee with gilded ſpires ſhaft riſe, 
And clouds of fragrant incenſe ſhade the fkies: 
Ja lofty hymas, and conſecrated verſe, 
Succeeding times ſhall ſpeak thy praiſe, and thy great 

name rehearſe. | 

And thee, unblemiſh'd maid, divinely fair, 

Whoſe tender arms th' eternal monarch bear; 
1hrice happy thee poſterity ſhall call, 4 
Pride of thy lovely ſex, and grac'd above them all, 


A SONG OF PRAISE. 


REPARE, my foul, thy nobleſt lays, 
And ſpeak thy great deliv'rer's praiſe, 

Awake, my voice, aud gentle lute, 
Nor let one grateful firing be mute; 
And, oh! ye ſacred pow'rs of love, 
Let me all your influence prove : 
Ye heav*nly virtues, guide my tongue, 
Or teach me ſome celeftial ſong ; 
Such as your own flame infpires, 
When you tonch your golden lyres; 
And in the fair ethereal bow'rs, 
Sing away your happy hours. 

Begin, begin the tuneful lays, 
While the morning's early rays 
All their golden lufire ſpread 
O'er the tow'ring mountain's head; 
Nor ceaſe till noon, till fable night 
Conceal the world from mortal fight, 


great 


all. 
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From the lowefl depths of care, 
To God I ſend a doubtful pray'r; 
Yet he lent a gracious ear, 
And ſcatter'd all my groundlefs fear. 

While theſe lips draw vital breath, 
Till I cloſe my eyes in death, 
I' ne'er forget thy wond'rous love, 
Nor thoughtleſs of thy favours prove. 
Beneath thy ſhadowing wings defence 
I'll place my only conftdence ; 
In ev'ry danger and diftreſs, . = 
To thee I will my pray'r addrefs. 
Let all my hopes on earth be loſt, 
In thee ll make my conſtant boaſt ; 
I'll ſpread the glories of thy name; 


And thy unbounded love proclaim. 


You that fink indark deſpair, 
To God direct your humble pray'r ; 
From his lofty ſeat he hears 
Our fad complaints, and drys our tears ; 
He regards the penſive breaſt, 
And gives the weary pilgrim reſt ; 
On human mis'ries, from his throne, 
With ſoft compaſſion he looks down; 
The weight of all our grief he knows, 
And ſeems to ſhare our ſecret woes, 

Lord, what is man, that he ſhould prove 

The object of ſuch boundleſs love? 
Whence can ſuch wend'rous bounty ſpring, 
To ſuch a vain and worthleſs thing? 
Why ſhould he ſo largely ſhare 
Thy favour, and thy gender care? 
Why thy ſacred thoughts employ, 
In the heights of perfect joy? 

O let ev'ry grateful ton 
Speak thy praiſe in lofty ſongs z 
And thou, my ſoul, join all thy pow'rs, 


In this bleſt work employ thy hours. 
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THE WISH. 


SHOULD renounce this heart from being mine, 
If all its love were ut entirely thine, 

Odjects of ſeuſe my paſſions may enflame, 

But thou doſt ſtill my nobler reaſon claim. 


Could I theſe ſtubborn faculties contronl, : 


And manage all the motions of my ſoul, 

My ſerious grief by pious tears I'd prove, 

For each offence againſt forgiving love. 

My breaſt ſhould ne'er admit a ſpark of joy, 

But when thy favour did my thoughts employ. - 

With early zeal I would myſelf preſent, 

When to thy holy dwelling-place I went: 

I'd breathe my ſoul in lofty praiſe to thee, 

And join with angels in their harmony. 

My raviſh*d heart ſhould at thy table prove 

The heights of ecſtaſy, and ſacred love; 

Th' immortal food immortal ſtreagth ſhould give, 
On that alone my active hopes ſhould live. 
My hymas ſhould ſtill pre ſent the ribag ſun, 

Like that, with joy, my vig'rous race. I'd run: 

When from his height he downward glory ſtreams, 
My mounting praiſe ſhould meet his noon-day beams 3 
And fill uatir'd, to thee, my God, I'd fing, 

While the grey ev/ning ſtreteh'd her ſhady wing. 
Thy name and works ſhould be my daily theme, 

And conſtant ſubject of my nightly dream: 

Celeſtial viſions ſhonld employ my fleep, 

While angels round my bed their watches keep, 

My life, by one bright courſe of piety, 

And not by months and years; ſhould meaſar'd be. 
Thy glory all my actions ſheuld defign, 

Id hear no voice, obey no call but thine. 

At thy command I would the world forgo, 
And no ſuch thing us ſelf, or intꝰveſt know. 
For thee I would my dearek friend reſign, 
And from my heart blot ev'ry name but thine, 
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Thy love, the fountain of my | 
Thy love ſhould all my bind ſoul poſleſs: 
And while I'm thus entirely bleſt in thee, 
No happy monarch ſhould my envy. be; 
Loft in the high enjoyment of thy love, 
What glorious mortal could my wiſhes move? 
I'd view each charming object as the glaſs, 
In which my eyes with vaſt delight ſhould trace 
The lov'd, thoꝰ faint reſemblance of thy face. 
I'd nothing lovely call, no beauty ſee, | 
But that which led my riũng foul to thee. 
No harmony ſhould e'er my ears rejoice, 
Without the welcome muſic of thy voice. 
Not the bright ſun, in dazzling glory gay, 
Nor the ſoft luſtre of the lugar ray 
Not all the ſweets that give the ſpring to pleaſe, 
The morning Zephyr, or the eving breeze; * 
The murm'ring rill thro' flow'ry borders drawn, 
The ſecret covert, or the open lawn 
The verdaat valley or the fragrant field, 
Abſtract from thee, ſhould any ſolace yield : 1 
I'd be inſenfible of all delight, 
But what unſtain'd devotion ſhould excite. 

More I would ſpeak, but all my words are fainr, 
Celeſtial love, what eloquence car paint? 
Nor more can be by mortal words expreſt, 
But vaſt eternity hall tell the reſt, 
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EAUTY complete, and majefty divine, 
In all thy works, ador'd Creator, ſhine. 
Where'er ] cat my-wond'ring eyes around, 
1 he God I ſeek in ey'ry part ia found, 
Purſuing thee, the flow'ry fields I trace, 
And read thy name on eviry (plre of graft, 
I follow thee thro' many a lonely ſhades ' , Y 
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I meet thee in the kind, refreſhing gale, 

That gently paſſes thro* the dewy vale. 

The pink, the jeſs mine, and the purple roſe, 
Perium'd by thee, their fragrant leaves diſcloſe. 
The feather'd choir, that welcome in the ſpring, 
By thee were taught their various notes to fing; 
By thee the morning in her crimſon veſt, 

And ornaments of golden clouds, is dreſt. 

The fun, in all his ſplendor, wears thy beams, 
Aud drinks in light from thy exhauſtleſs ſtreams. 
The moon reveals thee by her glimm'ring ray; 
Unaumber'd ftars thy glorious paths diſplay. 
Amidft the folemn darkneſs of the night, 

The thoughts of God my mufing ſoul delight. 
Thick ſhades and night thy dread pavilion form 
In ſtate thou rid'ſt upon the flying fiorm ; 

While thy ſtrong hand its fierceſt rage reſtrains, 
And holds the wild, unmanag'd winds ia reins. 
What ſparkling of thy majeſty appear, 


. Whea thro? the firmament ſwift lightnings glare? 


Whea peals of thunder fill the fkies around, 
I hear thy voice in the tremendous ſound. 
But, oh! how ſmall a part is known of thee, 
From all thy works immenſe variety? 
Whatever mortal men perfection name, 
Thou, in an infinite degree, doſt claim. 

And while I here thy fainteſt ſhadows trace, 
I pine to ſee the glories of thy face; 
Where beauty in its never-changing height, 
And uncreated excellence ſhines bright. 
When ſhall the heav'nly ſcene without controul, 


Open in dazzling triumph on my ſoul ? 


My pow'rs, with all their ardour, ſhall adore, 
And languiſh for terreſtrial charms no more. 
— 
ON LOVE. 


== ſtars that ſparkle in the midnight (cies, 
Propitious love —_— out in all your eyes; 
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Nor does the moon the glorious truth conceal, 
But darts ſoft glaaces thro* her gloomy veil. 
The ſun comes forth in majeſty above, 
And kindles, as he goes, the flames of love; 
With gentle beams he warms the teeming earth, 
And gives ten thouſand various forms their birth. 
Whatever ſhape thou wear'ft, thy bright abode 
Was from eternity, the mind of God: 
There thou haſt triumph'd in the ſplendid height, 
Of uncreated and eſſential light : 
1 he ſpring, the fountain of the life divine, 
The conſtant end of ev*ry great defign. 
Spirit of nature, its informing ſoul ! 
Thou doſt the pow'rs of heav'n and earth controul : 
All the degrees of life and ſenſe that riſe 
In fields, or floods, or thro” the ſpacious ſkies; 
All feel the force of thy inſpiring flame, 
And joy and triumph in thy might7 name. 
O, thou art in all! the higheſt end, 
That bonndlefs grace and wiſdom coul d intend ! 
And lengths, and breadths, and depths, and heights 
above, p 
Shall finally be ſwallow'd up of love; 
No further changes then; but fully bleſt 
The Maker, and his finiſh'd work ſhall reſt. 


ON THE NAME OF JESUS. 


4 F love, if joy, if gratitude can ſpeak, 
If ſacred rapture can its ſilence break; 
Yet once more let me tune my harp for thee, .. 
I hou ſource of the divine benignity : 
On this fide heav'n yet once more let me ſiag, 
Ere to thy praiſe I ſet th* immortal firing ; 
In mortal ſtrains permit me to rehearſe 
1 hy name, and with it grace my humble vere, 
Ye winds, to heav'n the ſacred acceats bear, | 


Fai heav'n delights the glorious ſouad to hear, 
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Ve angels, take it on your golden lyres, 
Voices like yours the mighty word requites. 
Seraph and cherub, ſpeak, is there a ſound 

More ſweet than this in all your language found! 
Is there within the bounds of paradiſe, 

A note of harmony compar'd to this ? 

Ye heav'nly pow'rs, your gentle warmth infuſe, 
And tell me what ſweet eloquence you uſe; 

IT burn in ſacred flames like yours, and fain 
Would talk and ſing, in your immortal ſtrain; 
My voice would mix with the meludious ſpheres, 
And pleaſe, with ſoſt attraction, angels ears. 

Ye winds, to heav'n the glorious accents bear, 
For heav'n delights the charming name to hear: 
I' breathe it with the morn:ng's fragt aut air, 

Its pleaſing echoes ſhall the ev'ning chear. 
The fields, the lawus, and ev'ry ſhady grove, 
The ſweet retirements, and delights of love, 
Shall leara from me the dear, inſpiring name, 
And all be witneſs to my holy flame. 


— 


ON THE 
DIVINE ATTRIBUTES, 


ET thoſe that hate thee tremble at thy name, 
Thy being is my coutidence and joy. 
Abſtract from all things elſe, I find in thee 
A ſecret, an unfailiug ſpring of peace, 
Alacrity aud pleaſure 611 my ſoul, 
To think thou art, and that compar'd to thee 
Things ſcea, and things unſeen, deterve no name. 
1 hou only art without variety, 
Or ſhadow of a change, immutable. 
Periſh this viſionary form of things! 
In darkneſs be the gay creatioa loſt! 
While thou remain unchang'd, with joy theſe eyes 
Could gaze on nature's univerſal wreck, 
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See heav'n and earth in one vaſt ruin fink, 
And ſmile upon the glorious deſolation. 

Thou haft no attribute but gives me joy. 
Be as thou art, ſevere in hvlineſs ! 
My higheſt reaſon loves thy perfect laws, 
Thou righteous king of ſaints! Pure as thod art, 
And finful as I am, I triumph fill: 
My guilt is all my own, and thou art clear. 
From the low depths of miſery and duſt, 
With angels and archangels round thy throne, 
To thy dominion and unbounded ſway 
] join my glad afſent——Be all thy foes. 
In juſt deriſion held, and vile contempt, 
While thy bright throne for ever ſtands ſecure! 

Be abſolute! be uncontrould and free! 

Thou canſt not be unjuſt, howe'er above 

The view of man thy ways.—A time will come, 
When all ſhall be explain'd; and conquering love, 
Ihe ſplendor, and the beauty of thy face, 
Victorious love, ſhall ſhine on all thy works. 

For, oh! what daring thought ſhall limit thee, 
Thou daring attribute of the Moft High, 

And greateſt of his names A heart ſubdu'd 
Like mine, muſt make its loudeſt boaſt of thee : 
My life, my glory and ſalvatioa's thine, 
And thine ſhall be my everlaſting ſong, 

In theſe cold regions thou haſt warm'd my heart, 
And gently trac'd ſome faint reſemblancerthere. 
But, oh! thou charming pow'r, that canſt efface 
All the remains of eamity and pride, 

Transform me to thine image, let me wear 
No character but thine : Be thou my life, 

Its ſpring, its motion, conſtant as my breath ; 
Dwell on my tongue, and govern all my ſoul, 
Till faith and love be ſwallowed up of thee. 

Thoſe eyes ſhall ſee thee then ſupremely fair; 
Apparent in the heights of excellence, 

And perfect beauty thou ſhalt ſtand reveal'd, 

Bleſſings and ſmiles, unmeaſurable grace, 
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Efential glories, ever-blooming life, 
Proſpects of pleaſure, regions of delight, 
1 he heav'n of heav'ns, viſions ineffable, : 
At once ſhall all their dazzling pomp unfold, - 
And open in thy fair, unclouded face. 
— 
DEYOVUT SOLILOQUIES, 
— | 
80LILOQUY I. 
TERNAL Maker, hail! hail power divine! 
The heav'ns and earth, the day and night are 
thine, | 
Matter and form to thee their being owe, 
From thee, their great original, they flow: 
When yet the mingled maſs unactive lay, 
Thou gav'ſt it motion by thy quick' ning ray; 
Chaos and night thy pow'rful mandate heard, 
And light, and glorions order, ſoon appear'd. 
If thou but hide thy face, the creatures mourn, 
Bat life and pleaſure with thy ſmile return, 
Thy gentle ſmile dependant nature cheers, 
Revives its hopes, and diffipates its fears. 
The earth and ſkies through various changes run; 
But thou, whoſe won@rous being ne'er begun, 
Can't ne*er thro? all eternity decay, 
While time's fwift flood bears all things elſe away. 
By thy direction, the fair orbs above, 
In perfect order, through the ether move; 
And all that's lovely, all that's pure below, 
Immediately from thy bright eſſence flow. 
Fountain of life! from thy immortal flame 
All ranks of intellectual beings came: 
Our Maker thou, our great Original, 
We own thy right, and thee our father call, 
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SOLILOQUYF II. 
CELESTIAL love, my ever charming theme, 
Ten thouſand bleſfings reſt upon thy name! 

From the divinity thou haft thy ſource, 
And God himſelf atteſts thy wond'rous force. 

Some angel, ſpeak in your immortal ſtrain, 
How love does o'er th' immenſe Creator reign ; : 
But oh! that glorious truth what angel can explain? 
You ſaw him quit the pleaſures of the ſky, 
And veil the glories of the deity ; 
You ſaw him born, and wond'ring heard him weep, 
Wond'ring you ſaw the world's protector fleep ; 
You ſaw him wander here deſpis'd, unknown, 
Without a place to reſt his head upon; 
You knew his grief and inward agony ; 
You ſaw the heav'nly lover bleed aud dit. 

Victoridus love, how infinite thy pow'r. 
How great thy triumph on that folemn hour? 
The ſun, the moon, and ſparkling ſtars on high, 
Stood witneſs to the vanquiſh'd deity. ' 

Strike up your golden harps, ye ſons of light, 
Some mighty genius the vaſt ſong indite ; 
And, oh! ye ſons of men, unite your voice, 
Let all the ranſom'd tribes on earth rejoice; 
Ye ranſom'd tribes, peculiarly from you 
Unbounded thanks and endleſs praiſe are due. 
Triumph and ſhout, begin th' eternal firains, 
To him that dy*d, but now for ever reigns; _ , 
To him that lov'd and waſh'd us in his blood, i 
And made us kings, and choſen priefts to Gd: 
For worthy is the Lamb, that once was ſlain, 
Of praiſe and bleſſing in the higheſt firaia. 2 


SOLILOQUY . F 


Wurms various turus my Fife an ſee | | 5 


Of downy peace, or hard adverſity 3 
Let ſmiling ſuns ſhine on my proſpꝰrous ways; 
Or low'ring clouds obſcure my gloomy ys 
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The praiſes of my God ſhall till employ 
My tongue, and yield my thoughts perpetual j rt 
For he is all my glory, all my boaſt, 
Be ev'ry name but his for ever loſt ! 
My truſt alone is his almighty name, 
All other aids my tow'ring thoughts diſclaim, 
In God, my glorious Saviour, I'll rejoice, 
And till exalt him with my grateful voice. 
His angels, he himſelf ſurrounds the juſt, 
And guards the ſaints who in his promiſe truſt, 
O taſte and ſee, how bleſt, how highly bleſt, 
Are they who on his boundleſs mercy reſt, 
He, with indulgent care, their wants ſupplies, 
And gnides their ſteps with ever watchful eyes ; 
His gracious ears are open to their pray'r, 
And hear, with ſoft compaſſion, all their care; 
When darkneſs and deſpair their ſteps ſurround, 
Their gentle guide and ſuccour he is found. 
Mercy and truth, through all his gracious ways 
To human race, ſhine with diftinguiſh'd rays. 

O let my tongue on the bleſt ſubje& dwell, 
The wonders of his love to men and angels tell! 
Angels and men their glad aſſent ſhall join, 


And mix their loud applauding notes with mine. 


SOLILOQUYF IF. 


P00 low my artleſs verſe, too flat my lays, 
To reach thy glory, and expreſs thy praiſe; 

Yet let me on my humble reed complain, 

And moura thy abſence in a penſive train ; 

My own ſoft cares permit me to rehearſe, 

And with thy name adorn my humble verſe. 

The ftreams ſhall learn it, and the gentle breeze 

On its glad wings ſhall waft it through the trees. 

The liſt' ning aymphs, inſtructed by my flame, 

Shall teach their hearts to make a nobler claim; 

The ſwains no more for mortal charms ſhall pine, 

But to celeſtial worth their vows refign, 
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The fields and woods the chaſte retreat ſhall prove 
Of ſacred joys, and pure immortal love ; 

And angels leave their high abodes again, 

To grace the rural ſeats, and talk with men, 


SOLILOQUY FP. 


BY ſighs, by gentle vows, and ſoft complaint, 
Deluded lovers all their ſuff rings paint; 

Their joys in ſmooth ſimilitude they dreſs, 

And all their grief in flowing words expreſs ; 

But what are flowing words ? how poor, how vain, 

Theſe high celeſtial ardours to explain ! 

Can human ſounds ſuch wond'rous things unfold, 

As angels warble to their harps of gold? 

O teach me all your ſweet, melodious art, 

To breathe the tender dictates of my heart 

To talk———of what for you alone can tell 

What minds enflam'd with holy tranſports feel. 

You. feel them, when you touch th' immortal firings, 

And gaze, and love, and talk immortal things ; 

When ev'ry bliſsful ſhade, and happy grove 

Repeat the ſound, aud ſoftly breathe out love. 


SOLILOQUY FT. 


O SPEAK, and in the muſic of thy voice, 
My foul ſhall antedate immortal joys; 

The tempting calls of ſenſe ſhall all be drown'd 

In the ſuperior ſweetneſs of that ſound ; 

Nature and ſtudious art would ftrive in vain 

To reach the charms of that victorious ftrain. 

O let me hear thee but in whiſpers break 

Thy filence, and in gentle accents ſpeak ! 

Such accents as ne er raviſh'd mortal ears, 

Such as the ſoul in calm retirement heart; 
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When from external objects far away, 

Her higheſt pow'rs the call divine obey: 

That voice that to ineffable delights, 

From mortal things the willing mind invites; 
More charming than the notes which angels play, 
When they conduct a dying ſaint away; 

While raptur'd he reſigus his parting breath, 
And ſmiles on all the ſolemn pomp of death, _ 

When wilt thou ſpeak, and tell me thou art mine? 
O how I long to hear that word divine! 

When that tranſporting ſound ſhall bleſs my ear, 
Fly ſullen grief, and ev'ry mortal care; 

Fly days, and hours, and meaſur'd time, with ſpeed, 
And let the bleft eternity ſucceed! 

Till chen the rolling otbs my love ſhall hear, 
And let the whole creation lend an ear. 
Witneſs, ye cryftal. treams, that murm'ring flow, 
For you the fecret of my pat on know; 

Ye fields, ye glades, and ev'ry ſhady grove, 
Ihe ſweet retirements, and delights of love, 

I call you all to witneſs to my flame, 

For you have learn'd the dear inſpiring name; 
In gentle echoes you have oft reply'd, 

And in ſoft breezes through the valleys ſigh'd; 

I he valleys, moſly caves, and open lawn, 

The ſilent ev'ning, and the cheerful dawn; 

1 hou moon, and ev'ry fair conſpicuous ſtar, 
Whoſe filver rays the midnight horrors cheer ; 
And thou bright lamp of day, ſhall witneſs prove, 
To the perpetual fervour of my love. 

To heav'n and earth my tongue has oft confeſt, 
And heav*n and earth my ardour can atteſt. 
Angels, for you the ſolemn truth can tell, 

And ev'ry pious midnight figh reveal; 

You feel the warmth of this celeial flame, 

And bleſs, with me, the dear tranſporting name: 
Be witneſs that my raptur'd vows aſpire, 

To the high theme of your immortal lyre, 
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But oh! my life. my hope, to thee alone 
I ſtrive to make my ardent wiſhes known; 
Jo thee alone, d thee I would reveal 
My tender cares, to thee I dare appeal. 
Thou that doſt all my-ſecret ſoul behold, 
Pierce all its depths, and ev'ry veil unfold, 
Ev'n thou, my glorious judge, thyTelf ſhall prove 
1h” eternal witheſs of my truth and love. 


SOLILOQUY PIT. 
CELESTI AL gift, by heav'n atone inſpir'd, 
And not by man, in all his pride acquir'd, 
What wonders haſt thou done? thy ſacred force 


The ſkies obey, and nature turns her courſe. _ 


At thy command the ſan has backward fled, ' 

Th aſtoniſh'd moon ſtood ſtill with flent dread. 

If thou but ſpeak, the raging winds obey, 

1 he waves divide, and leave at open way ; 

Thy potent breath diſſolves the rock, and brings 
From ſolid marble, ſoftly-bnbbling ſprings ; 

At thy requeſt mortality is fed 

From heav'n's high ſtorehouſe, with celeftial bread ; 
Thy wide commands no limits can confine, ' 
Whate'er Omnipotence can do is thine, 


SOLILOQUY VIII. 


HY does the ſun with conſtant glory burn? 
Why does the day to guilty man rerurn? 

To guilty man, whoſe inſolence and pride 
The glories of th? eternal ſun would hide? , 
Why do the ſtars with nightly ſplendour ſhine, 
While miſts from hell obſcure the light divine? 
Back to your fountain turn your lucid ſtreams, 
To holier regions lead your gentle beams. 

O let me weep in ſome ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Whoſe dark receſs no light ſhall cer invade; 
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Where mortal joys ſhall offer no relief, 

To intermit the juſt, the ſerious grief. 

O could my tears the public vengeance ſtay, 
And yet ſuſpend the deſolating day q +44 
But ſee it comes the threatning tempeſts riſe, 
Preſaging darKneſs gathers in the ſkies. 
% Dons: 
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SOLILOQUY IX. 


FROM thee, my God, my nobleft pleaſures ſpring, 


Ihe thoughts of thee perpetual ſolace bring. 
How does my ſoul, from theſe exalted heights 
Contemn the world, and all its poor delights! 
And wing'd with ſacred rapture, paſs the rounds 
Of circling ſkies, and all created bounds ! 
Celeftial proſpects, viſions all divine, 

Unfold their glories, and around me ſhine, 

Thus let me live, nor hear, nor ſee, nor know, 
What mortals, in their madaeſs, act below. 
Be thy refreſhing conſolations mane ! 
And I the world, with all its boaſts, reſign, 
Deluding ſhews, I give you to the wind, 
My ſoul a nobler happineſs muſt fiud. 


SOLILOQUY X. 
F e*er again I find my ſoul's delight, 

With love's ſoft fetters 111 reſtraia his flight; 
And ere I with the darling treaſure part, 
The ſparks of life ſhall quit my trembling heart: 
That life, which ſoon would prove a tireſome load, 
Without the charming hopes to find my God, 
O thon that doſt my panting breaſt inſpire 
With all the ardour of celeſtial fire, 5 
Thee 1 muſt find, or in the ſearch expire! 
In vain the tempting world its glory ſhews, 
All it can give would yield me no repoſe; 
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Renounc'd at once let all its proffers be, 
My bliſs ſhall be completely full in thee : 
Here is my reſt, my vain purſuits are o'er ; 
Here let me fix, and never wander more. 


SOLILOQUY XI. 


N O change of time, nor place, ſhall change my love, 
Nor from my God my ſtedfaſt thoughts remove. 

The flatt'ring world, with all its tempting art, 

Shall never blot his image from my heart, 

Should hell, with all its ſtratagems, combine, 

They could not quench an ardour ſo divine : 

Their falſe alluremeats, nor their proudeſt rage, 
Shall eer my reſolution diſengage. 

Pleaſure ſhall court in vain, and beauty ſmile, 
Glory in vain my wiſhes would beguile. 

The perſecutor's rage I would not fear; 

Let death in all its horrid ſhapes appear, 

And with its keeneſt darts my breaſt aſlail ; 

When breath, and ev'ry vital ſpring ſhall fail, 

The ſacred flame on brighter wings thall riſe, 

And unextinguiſh'd reach its native ſkies ; 

With an eternal force the heav'nly fire 

Shall to its brighe original aſpire. 


SOLILOQUY XI. 


[DANCE on, ye hours, on ſoft and downy feet! 
Roll ſwift, thou ling'ring ſun, and let us meet! 

Come, ye bleſt moments, with a ſprightly grace! 

Let the gay period ſhew its ſmiling face! 

What is the day? what is its uſeleſs light, 

Ualeſs it ſhews me that tranſporting fight ? 

No beauteous object ſmiles below the ſkies, 

To charm my thought, and fix my longing eyes; 

Celeſtial excellence my eyes inſpires, 

And kindles in my breaſt immortal fires, 
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Thou bright, unrival'd object of my love, 1 
To thee alone my ſoft affections move; d 
Thine are my riſing hopes, my pureſt fires, N 
My nobleſt wiſhes, and ſublime deſires. | ' N 
1 
SOLILOQUY XIII. 
YE happy minds, that free from mortal chains, 
Poſſeſs the realms where boundleſs pleaſure reigns, C 
That feel the force of thoſe immortal fires, 
And reach the bliſs, to which my ſoul aſpires; St: 
Who meet, unveiPd, that radiant majeſty, Sta 
Of which, to gain one tranſient glance, I'd die; Sta 
I charge you, by the boundleſs joys you feel, * 
My tender cares to my beloved tell; Sta 
Make all the aſpiring inclination Known, As 
In ſuch high rains as you deſcribe your own Ret 
In ſuch exalced numbers as explain The 
The ſacred flames which in your boſoms reign; Wit 
When all the heights of ecſtaſy can prove, Aids 
And breathe the raptures of immortal love, 1 hc 
© tell the glorious object, whom I prize 
Beyond the cheerful light that meets mine eyes, 
Beyond my friend, or any dearer name, 
Reyond the breath that feeds this vital frame, 
| Beyond whate'er is charming here below, CO 
Beyond the brighteſt joys that mortals know, N 
Beyond all theſe, O tell him that I love, Leſs 
Tell him what anguiſh for his ſake I prove; Of th 
Tell him how long the hours of his delay, | A pil 
And what I ſuffer by rhis tedious ſtay ; I roy 
Tell him his abſence robs my ſoul of reſt, . O co 
While cruel jealouſy torments my breaſt. The 
O let him know that my diſtracted mind! The y 
No real joy, while he withdraws, can find; With 
That all my hopes are center'd in his love, How 
How loſt without it, how undone I prove! — al 
| it 
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Tell him that nothing can that loſs repair, 
Nor help the ſoul that diſmal ſtroke to bear, þ 
Nothing enſues but grief, and black deſpair ; I 
Nothing beyond my ſoul could undergo ; 

"Tis death! tis hell! Pris all unmingled woe! 


SOLTLOQUY XY. 


O STAY thon ſacred obje of my love, 

Nor from my longing eyes ſo ſoon remove 
Stay yet, nor let me loie thy charming ſight 
Stay till the midnight ſhadows take their flight! 
Stay till the morning ſtar's illuſtrious ray 
Awakes the dawn, and leads the bluſhing day! 
Stay till the ſun unveils his golden light, 

And joyful. birds their early ſongs recite; 
Return, my life, or let me follow thee! 
The world affords no ſolace now for me. 
With thee I ev'ry ſmiling hope forego, 

And in thy abſence no delight can know; 
1 hou, thou art all my happineis below | 


SOLILOQUY XV. 


COME, gentle death, releaſe my ſtruggling foul 
From thoſe dull ferters which her flight controul! 

Leſs eagerly the hireling waits the-cloſe 

Of the long tedious day, to find repoſe... 

A pilgrim here in this deteſted clime, 

I rove, and figh away the ling'ring time. 

O come, thou wiſh'd-for meſſenger of peace! 

The pris'ner longs not more for a releaſe; 

The wretch that under painful bondage groans, 

With ſeſs concern his miſery bemoans. 

How ſhall I bleſs the hour that ſets me free, 

And gives my ſoul her native liberty ! 

With eager joy I'd bid the world adieu. 

And with contempt its parting glories viewz 
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To mortal vanities I'd cloſe mine eyes, == 
Led on by ſacred love I'd upward rife, ö nh * 
Aud in a moment reach the bliſsful ſkies. | * 
Ye: 

SOLILOQUY XP. _ 

ON Lybia's burning ſands, and taſteleſs waſte, 
Or Zembla's icy coaſt, let me be caſt; | 

On ſome bleak ſhore, or ſolitary den, © T* 
Far from the path, and cheerful haunts of men: 
However ſad and gloomy be the place, My | 
Let me but there behold thy ſmiling face; I cot 
The wildeſt cave a paradife would be Yi 
Celeftial plains, and bliſsful groves to me ; Who 
Danger, and ſolitude, and loneſome night, Whe 
At thy propitious preſence take their flight. Deat 
Beauty, in all its ſoft variety, | The 
And love, and crowding joys attend on thee. | And 
Immortal life ſprings up, where'er thou art, My « 
And heav'nly day breaks in from ev'ry part. Shall 
Thou moon, ye ſtars, and thou, fair fan, adieu! Tho? 
I aſk no more thy rifing beams to view; | The 
For oh! the light himſelf with rays divine Some 
Breaks in, and God's eternal day is mine. Whic 
WI 
| A Wha And4 
SOLILOQUY XVII. Theſe 
BE huſh'd, ye gentle pow'rs of harmony, o * 
Whatever ſoothing ſounds in nature lie! pps 
Whatever art, thro' all her wide controul 800 of 
Of changing notes has found to touch the foul, | II 


Be huſh'd for ever! while my thoughts attend 
That voice which might ev'n hell irſelf fuſpend, 
Lull all its auguiſh, calm its fierceft pains, 
Open its gates, and looſe th* infernal chains; + 
That ſacred voice, whoſe efficacions ſound - Y=! 
Gave motion to the ſpheres, and ſet their tuneful 

round, | : 
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O let thoſe charming accents from above 
Breathe down celeftial harmony and love 
Eternal joys on the ſmooth curtent roll, 
And boundleſs pleaſure overwhelms my ſoul. 
Ye angels, I reſign your tuneful choirs, 
Nor eavy Seraphim their golden. lyres. 


SOLILOQUY XP. 


THE angels call, they call wb from above, 
And bid me haſten to the realms of love; 

My ſoul with tranſport hears the happy doom, 
I come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come! 

Ye minſtrels of the palaces above, 
Who conſecrate your golden lutes to love; 
When I am entering on the dreary plain, 
Death's diſmal realms, touch the melodious ſtrain, 
The charming ſound ſhall ev'ry care beguile, 
And make the ſeats of deſolation ſmile, 
My ſoul prepar'd by holy ecſtaſy, 
Shall learn and join the chorus of the ſky. 
Tho? yet a ſtranger to the facred fire, 
The heights of love that your high ſtrains inſpire; 
Some kindling ſparks within my boſom move, 
Which ſhall improve in the gay worlds above. 

When theſe material clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 
And God in perfect excellence reveal'd; 
Theſe eyes ſhall ſee thee then, and bleſs the fight, 
And in thy preſence view immortal light; 7 
See beauty in its heay'nly pride unveil'd, 
And wiſdom's boundleſs treaſuries unſeal'd; 
See thee in ſparkling majeſty ador'd, 
Extoll'd and own'd the univerſal Lord. 


SOLILOQUY XIX, 


VE ſoft complaints, and tender fighs, 
1 hat from my anxious boſom riſe, 
Take wing, and reach the diſtant ſkies, 
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Your gentle eloquence may move 

The ſacred object of my love, 

To heal the anguiſh of my breaſt, 1 
Of God forlorn, and robb'd of reſt. 
But oh! what ſighs, »hat ſoft complaint, 
My grief and wild diftreſs can paint? 

What lover's pains can equal mine, 

While at thy abſence I repine? 

Without thee pleaſure is no more, 

Ide till thou my bliſs reſtore. 

At once thy lovely face reveal, r 
And all theſe gloomy fears diſpel. 

My lov'd Redeemer! let that name, 
Which does thy teaderneſs proclaim ; 

Let that thy ſoft compaſſion move, 

And waken all thy former love, 

Thou taught my infant lips thy name, 

And d dſt my firſt defires enflame: 
| Recal the Kindneſs of my youth, 

When firſt I gave my plighted truth; 

Ev*n then I felt the fire divine, 

My young affections all were thine, 


SGLILOQUY XX. 

FAR Eden loft, my fancy oft renews, 

And ſtill with grief the beanteous ſcene reviews, 
But oh! nor. verdant plains, nor painted flow rs, | 
Nor cry{al rills, ſweet ſhades, nor fragrant bow'rs 
Excite my envy; theſe I could refign, 
Nor for the tree of life itſelf repine : 
The nobler bliſs, in high converſe to rove 
With frieadly angels, thro? the happy grove, 
Content I would forego; but oh! I mourn 
Delights that ne*er to guilty man return, 
Delights that guilty man could never boaſt, 
Since the bleſt age of innocence was loft ; 
Among the Jrees with God himſelt to walk, 
And ia ſweet convetſe to his Maker talk: 
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The ſcenes of paradiſe appear'd more fair, 

Natute rejoic'd, and heaven itſelf was there. 

O highly-farour'd, hail! how bleſt thy fate? 

How much unlike thy future wretched ſtate! 

O highly-favour'd, hail! the angels cry d, 

1he echoing ſkies in cheerful ſounds reply'd. 

Roll back, thou ſon; and bring thoſe glorions views, 
Thoſe envy'd joys! *tis theſe my ſoul purſues. 


* SOLILOQUY XXT. 
thy high praiſe be my lips unſeal'd, 
And ia chafte firains celeſtial love reveaPd, 
O thou bright cauſe of this celeſtial flame! 
In ſacred rapture let me ſpeak thy name; 
That name which ev*ry ſullen care beguiles, 
That dear-lov'd name ſtill breath'd with heav'nly ſmiles; 
That makes the wildeſt ftofls of paſſion ce ſe, 
And fills my breaſt with unmoleſted peace. 
How much I love thee, thou alone canſt tell, 
On thee, on thee my thoughts for ever dwell, 
To all but thee my joys, my hopes are loſt; 
How fair thou art to what the world can boaſt! 
When I but meet a ſmile from thy bright eyes, 
Nature i1 all her blooming glory flies ; 
And let the whole creation diſappear, 
W I have enough; for God himſelf is here! 


SOLILOQUY XXII. 
JEL ſpend the filent hours in vows to thee, 
Nothing ſhall come betwixt my God and me. 
No other image ſhall my ſoul employ, 
No earthly pleaſure, no unholy joy. 
From all the charms of ſenſual objects free, - 
My ſpirit diſengag'd ſhall ſpring to thee. 
F The whole creation I at once reſign, 


I aſk no more, be thou, great God, but mine. 
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"Tiz thou alpne.ſhalt fill my thoughts, to thee 

All my deſire in its full bejght ſhall-be, 

Be thou my portion, my eternal lot, 

And be the world in ev'ry form forgot. 

In filence, undifturb'd with pomp and noiſe, 

Let me be ſwallow'd in inimortal joys. | 

Full ia my view place all the bliſs above, 

The ſcenes of pleaſure and eternal love ; 

From op'ning heav*ns let ftreaming glories ſhine, 
And thy ſweet whiſpers tell me thou art mine. 


DEVOUT SOLILOQUIES. 
In Blank Verſe. 
SOLILOQUY I. 


THOUY to whom the faireſt angel veils 
With folded wings, the beauties of his face, 
"Tis thee, *tis thee alone my wiſhes ſeek : 
For thee I'd break the fondeſt ties below, 
Forget the names of amity and love, 
And ev'ry gentle blandiſhment of life. 

O turn aſide the veil that hides thy face, 
And holds the glorious viſion from my view, 
Pity the agonies of ſtrong defire, 

And ſtand in open majeſty confeſt ! 

If when a few ſhort moments are'expir'd, 
And this frail ſubſtance to its duſt returns, 
If thou wilt chen unfold thy lovely face, 
And in the heights of excellence appear; 
Why wilt thou not indulge à moment's bliſs, 
Niſcloſe one beam of thy unc louded light, 
To cheer the juyleſs gloom of mortal life ? 

Forgive the fond impatience of my ſoul, ! 
Which dwells on thee, and has no other joy, 
No entertainment in this loneſome world; 
*Tis all a diſmal ſolitude to me, 
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SOLILOQUY. 17. i 


WHERE am 17 ſurely paradiſe is round me?” 
My foul, my ſenſe is full of thy perfection, 
5 Whatever nature boaſis in all her pride, 
' The blooming fragrancy-of thouſand ſprings - 
Are open to my view; and thou art all 
The charming, the delicous land of love. 

I know not what to ſpeak | for human werde 
Loſe all their pow r, their emphaſis and force, - 
And grow inſipid, wen I talk of thee, 

The excellence ſupreme, the Gd of gods: 
Whate'er the language of thoſe gods, thoſe pow're 
In heav'nly places crown'd ; however Krong, 

Or muſical, or clear their lagguage be, - 

Yet all falls ſhort of thee ; tho' fer to _firaias 

That hell would ſmile to hear, and wild deſpair, 
Diſcord, and mad confuſion ſiamd compos'd 

In fixt attention to the charming ſong. 

When wilt thoy blow — dow /* 
And ſhew me all the dazzling ſcenes withiat  . 
Thoſe heav'ns of beauty and effential glory; 
Thoſe ſights which eyes of moreak never ſaw, - 
Nor ear has heard; nor boldeſt thought conceiwd. 
\ 5 What will theſe wonders prove? bow a my pow?rs - - 

| Ze to their full capacity employd 
In ecftaſy and love? How ſhall 1 , 
For ever thro' theſe regions of delight, - 
Thoſe paths, where joy leads on 
Her ſmiling rain, and wings the jocund hours. 

Come, ye triumphant momente t come away - 
Thou glurious period i where I fix my eyes; ' 
For which 1 hourly chide the fing*ring courſe * 
Of ſun, and moan; and ry tardy ſtar. | 
Thou end of all my grief, the happy 4 | 
Of care, and pain, and ev'ry- er 
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SOLILOQUY II. 


A BSOLVE the penance of mortality, VF 
And let me now commence the life divine, | 
I ficken for inlargement—Where's the bar? 
Thy ſpirit is not ſtrait'ned, thou canſt raiſe 
Thy creature to what eminence thou wilt. 
Unmerited the brighteſt ranks above 
Receiv'd their flame and purity from thee, 
I dare not article with the Moſt High, 
Nor boaſt, but of my wants and indigence. 
Let me be poor, neceſſitous and low, 
Or any thing, that thou may*'ſt be advanc'd! 
If I muſt glory, let me glory here, 
That I can make no claim, nor aſk reward. 
O be thy goodneſs free! give like thyſelf, 
And be thy own magnificence the rule! 
Still undiminiſh'd, from thy endleſs ſtore . 
Eternal bounty cannot leſſen thee, 
Why ſhouldft thou bound thyſelf, and check the 
courſe -» | | 
Of thy own glorious nature: which is all 


O'erflowing love, and pure beneficence ? 


'Tis thy delight and glory to diſpenſe 
Treaſures of wiſdom, life, and heav'nly love 
To ſouls that pine and languiſh after thee. 
O thou can't never laviſh out thy ſtore! 
The ſun, that from his radiant exaltation 
Looks down, and bleſſes univerſal nature, 
Nor from the meaneſt worm keeps back his rays, 
That ſun. is but a feeble type of thee. 

Millions of happy ſpirits draw in life 4 
And pleafure from thy ſmiles; yet till the ſprings, 
The freſh, the ever - riſing ſprings of joy 
Unwaſted flow Thou to thy glorious ſelf 
Art all-ſufficient, the ſum, the plenitude 
Of thy own bliſs; and canft thou not ſupply 
The utmoſt wiſhes of created minds ? 


bk cds «@ «= 


U 
7 
1 
N 
8 
L 
A 
F 
V 
A 


he 


* 


SOLILOQUY IJ. 


LET God himſelf, to whom I dare appeal, 
Let God, my glorious judge, be witneſs here! 
Unfold my inmoſt ſdul, for thou ſhalt find 
No rival form, no image but thy own, 
So ſure I love thee, I would ſtake my bliſs, 
My immortality on this high truth. 
Is this exiſtence Teal, or a dream ? ' 
Is light, is life, or is the ſacred name 
Of virtue dear? Do I love happineſs? 
Tis ſure I do! and oh! tis full as ſure 
I love my God, If this is not a truth, 
I do not breathe, I have nor hopes, nor fears, 
I know not where, I know not what I am, 
But wander in uncertainty and doubt. 
If this is not & truth, why have I ſhut 
My eyes on all the beauty of the world? 
Why have I ſtopp'd my ears to ev'ry call l 
Of glory and delight? why do I ſhun 
The paths of pleaſure? why deſpiſe the joys, 
The entertainments of ſociety; 
And loſt to all, in ſolitary ſhades 
Give up my hours, and ev'ry thought to thee? 
My God, I cry, the treaſure of my ſoul ; 
Give me my God, and let the world forſake me! 
My whole enjoyment in thy love conſiſts ; 
Nor earth, nor heav'n, nor the high heaven above, 
Abſtract from thee, can furniſh out a bliſs, 
To entertain theſe infinite defires: 
No, thou art all the ſolace of my life ; 
Shouldſt thou but ſay thou haſt no pleaſure in me, 
Lo! here I am but oh! the moſt undone 
And wretched thing that the creation names, 
For I muſt love thee ſtill; howe'er thou deal'ſt 
With me, ftill I maſt love thee for thy owu perfections, 
Aud languith for thee throꝰ eternal years. 
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SOLILOQUY v. 


AN ſome fond lover, by the charming force 
Of mortal beauty held, invoke the groves, 

The fields, the floods, and all the ſparkling ftars 
To witneſs his unſhaken truth and love ; 
While the frail object of his boaſted faith 
Fades like a painted flow'r, and is no more: 
And ſhall my heart, with heav'nly love inflam'd, 
Grow doubtful, while I ſwear eternal truth 
To the prime Excellence, Beauty divine ? 
Shall I proteſt with caution? ſhall my tongue 
Speak with reſerve, and yield but half aſſent? 

No, let me find the moſt pathetic form; 
Beyond the obligations men have known, 
Beyond all human ties; ſolemn as when 
Some mighty angel lifts his hand on high, 
And by the living God atteſts his oath. 

Thus let me bind my ſaul—and oh! be witneſs, 
Ye ſhining miniſters (for you ſurround 
And ſanctify the place where holy v ows 
Aſcend to heav'n] be witneſs when we meet 
Upon the immortal ſhores, as ſoon we muſt, 
Re witneſs! for the ſolemn hour draws near; 
That ſolemn hour, when with triumphant joy 
Or exquiſite confuſion, I ſhall hear 
Your approbation, or your juſt reproaches : 
Your juſt reproaches if you find me falſe ; 
If this fond heart, enſnar'd by earthly charms, 
Shall break its faith, and ſtain the ſanQity 
Of plighted vows aad conſecrated flames. 

O thou! to whoſe all- ſeeing eye my ſoul 
Lies unveild, to thee I dare appeal: 
If thou art not my chief, my only joy, 
Let ſacred peace for ever fly my breaſt, 
And reſt become an endleſs ſtranger there. 
Let no harmonious ſound delight mine cars, 
If thy lov'd name is not the ſweeteſt accent, 
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The moſt tranſporting muſic they convey. 

Let beauty neꝰer again attract my eyes, 

Shut out the ſun, and every pleaſant thing 

Its rays diſcloſe, if e er I find a charm 

In nature's lovely face, abſtract from thee. 

Let all my hopes, my gayeſt expectations 

| Be blaſted, when they are not plac'd on thee, 

O! I might ſpeak a bolder language flill, 

And bid thee cut off all my future hopes 

Of heavꝰnly bliſs, if thy tranſporting ſmiles 

Are not the.emphaſis of all that bliſs, 


: S@LILOQUY VI. + 
THESE eyes have never ſeen thy lovely face, 
No accent of thy voice bas reach'd my car, 
And yet my hearts acquinted well with thee ; 
To thee it opens all its ſecret ſtore 
Of joy and grief, and whifpers ev'ry care. 

I've known the names of father, huſbaus, friend 
But when I think of thee, theſe tender ties, 
Theſe ſoft engagements vaniſh into air. 

Amidft the gentleſt blandiſhments and charms, 
The ſmiles and flatt'ring boaſts of human things, 
My ſoul ſprings forward, and ys hold on thee ; 
Calls thee her only portion and defence, 

Nor knows a thaught of diffidence or fear. 

Let nature fail, let darkneſs hide the fiars, 
And cover with a ſable veil the ſun ; 

Unchang'd and fix'd the truth of God remains, 
Nor knows the leaſt decay. Here let me reſt, 
With full aſſurance and uaſhaken faith, 

O thou unbounded, ſelf-ſufficient Being ! 

How rich am I! how happy! how ſecnre ! 

How full my portion in poſſeſſing thee! 

One gentle, one traaſ; orting ſmile of thine, 

Thou darling of my foul! contains more wealth 

Than this, or thouſaed brighter worlds can boaſt, 
is thou thyſelf art my immediate bliſs, 

My paradiſe, my . heav'a | 
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SOLILOQUF VII. 


] LOVE thee—Here the pomp of language fails, 
And leaves th' unutterable thought behind; 

The eloquence of men, the muſes art, 
Their harmony, and tuneful cadence fink, 
Whatever names of tenderneſs and love, 
Whatever holy union nature knows, 
Are faint deſcriptions of celeſtial fires. 

But oh! may finful breathing duſt preſume 
To talk to thee of love and warm defires ? 
To thee who fitt'ſt ſupreme enthron'd on heights 
Of glory, which no human thought can reach? 
Shall wretched man whoſe dwelling is with duft, 
That calls corruption his original, 
And withers like the graſs, ſhall he preſume, 
With heart and lips unſanctify'd, to ſpeak 
On ſubjects, where the holy ſeraphim 
Would ftop their lutes; and with a graceful pauſe 
Confeſs the glorious theme too great for words, 
For eloquence immortal to expreſs? 

Yet I muſt aim at ſubjects infinite, 
For oh! my love-ſick heart is full of thee, 
In crowds, in ſolitude, the field, the temple, 
All places hold an equal ſanctity; 
While thy lov'd name in humble invocation 
Dwells on my tongue, and ev'ry gentle ſigh 
- Breathes out my life, my very ſoul] to thee, 


SOLILOQUY VIII. 


FoUNTAI N of love, in thy delightful ſtreams 
Let me for ever bathe my raviſh'd ſoul, 
Inebriated in the vaſt abyſs, 
The plenitude of joy ; where all theſe wide, 
Theſe infinite deſires ſhall die away 
In endleſs plenty, and complete fruition, 
O my dear God! have I a fingle joy, 


e IH A 


A 
2 
U 
1 
8 


"> 


ww kk 


E & 


A thought of happineſs, remote from thee ? 

Am I at reſt? thoꝰ thou haſt crown'd my years 

With ſmiling plenty, and unmingled peace. 

Is not the joy, the ſolace of my life 

Summ'd in thy fmiles, and center'd in thy love? 
What is this vain, this viſionary ſcene 

Of mortal things to me? my thoughts aſpire 

Beyond the narrow bounds of rolling ſpheres. 

. The world is crucify'd and dead to me, 

And I am dead to all its empty ſhews;z 

But oh! for thee unbounded wiſhes warm 

My panting ſoul, and call forth all her pow'rs, 

Whate'er can raiſe deſire, or give delight, 

Or with full joy repleniſh ev'ry wiſh 

Is found in thee, thou infinite abyſs 

Of ecſtaſy and life How my free ſoul 

E xpatiates in theſe wide, theſe boundleſs joys! 

How am I loſt to every thought but thee? 

Forgetting ev'n myſelf, forgetting all 

But thee, my glorious, everlaſting theme 
Ihou wilt, thou mutt return upon my ſoul, 

Till death; and after death, while I exiſt, 

Ages, ten thouſand ages I will fix 

My full attention on thy bright perfeAions, 


SOLILOQUY IX. 


BLOW theſe clouds away, and let me ſee 
Thoſe diſtant glories that attract my love! 
I muſt be ſatisfy'd, theſe longings quench'd, 
1 heſe infinite defires muſt find an object; 
Or thou haſt made thy nobleſt work in vain, 
The beaſts are happy : they attain the end 
Appointed for them by the courſe of nature; 
They reach whate'er their ſenſes can enjoy, 
Not ſeek, nor apprehend ſuperior bliſs; 
Inſenſible of thee, whoſe potent word 
Call'd out their various clans from empty nothing; 
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Yet unacquainted firangers to thy name, 
Nor knowing higher good, they are at reſt. 
But man, capacious, of immortal bliſs, 

Purſues, unſeen, an object infinite; 
And only there can find the reſt he ſeeks. 


; SOLILOQUY x. 


MY great Redeemer lives! I know he lives! 
l I feel the ſacred, the trauſporting truth 
Exulting in my ſoul: He lives to plead 
My cauſe above (unworthy as I am!) 
He there appears to intercede for me. 
My record is on high, and the bleſt Spirit 
With gentle atteftations pleads within; 
Divine the voier, tis all celeſtial truth, 
I yield my glad aſſent; triumphant hope, 
And heavenly conſolatious fill my ſoul. 
I muſt, I will rejoice ; *tis God himſelf 
Is my exceeding joy: He kindly ſmiles, 
And heav'n and earth louk gay; while all the clouds 
1 hat conſcious guilt ſpread o'er my ſhudd'ring ſoul 
Vaniſh before thoſe reconciling eyes. 
Ye pow'rs of darkneſs, where are all your threats? 
Speak out your charge, the black indictment read; 
I own the dreadful, the amazing ſcore ; 
But who condemns, when God does juſtify ? 
Who ſhall accuſe, when freely he acquits? 
He ca'ls me bleft, and what malignant pow'r 
Shall call the bleſſiug back who ſhall reverſe, 
What the Moſt-High has ſaid '—Nor life, nor death, 
Nor depth below, nor endleſs height above, 
Shall part me from his everlaſting love. 
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SOLILOQUY XI. 


WHERE are the boaſts of nature? where its pride, 
When reaſon looks withia with humble view, 
And ſanctity of judgment meaſures out 


| My conduct by the perfect laws of God? 
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But oh! let not my crimes recorded ſtand 
Refore thy fight, nor call me to account, 
I hon righteous Judge; for who can anſwer thee? 
Can mortal man be juſt? can he be pure 
Whoſe dwelling is with fleſh? If thou ſhouldſt pry 
Into my ſecret guilt, I am undone ; 
But if thou pardon the unnumber'd ſcore, 
The glory will be thine, whoſe clemency 
Can know no bounds; for thou art uncoutroul'd, 
And abſolute in all thy ways: No rule 
But thy own perfect nature limits thee. 

1 fink, this empty ſhadow pays thee homage , 
And vaniſhes to nothing, thou art all. 
I am but vanity, this is my ſhare; 
I am content, be thou alone advanc'd! 
Thy grace is free, thy favours unconfin'd : | 
Whate'er my pride can boaſt, my righteouſneſs 
Can never profit thee——— The ſaints above, 
The higheſt angels ſtand not unreproach'd, 
Nor ſpotleſs ia the preſence of thy glory. 

O do not ſtrictly mark my num'rous crimes, 
Nor aſk what I deſerve, but what becomes 
The grandeur of thy name, thy glorious nature, 
Thy clemency, and gentle attributes: 
Act thou up to the height of grace divine, 
And be the glory and ſalvation thine1 , 
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SOLILOQUY XII. 


WHEN will the journey end this weary race, 
This tedious pilgrimage of life be o'er? 
Tis guilt, 'tis error, ſhades and darkeas all! 
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| Some helliſh ſnare attends on ev'ry ſtep, | 
And I ſhall tumble, fall, and be undone; 
. If thon one moment leave thy trembling charge, 
And truſt me to myſelf, my treach'rous heart 
Will give up all the boundleſs joys to come, 
| The ſmiles of God, the raptures of his love, 
For toys, for trifles, droſs and empty dreams. 
My foes are watchful; and my fooliſh heart, 1 
Too crednlons, unguarded and ſecure, * 
Gives eaſy entrance to the fatal arts 
Of thoſe infernal pow'rs that ſeek my ruin. 
| But thou canſt break the ſnare; and hitherto 
The Lord has help'd, be thine alone the praiſe! 
O leave me not atlaſt to bring reproach, 
| Or caſt a blemiſh on thy holy ways. 
Thou know'ſt my folly, impotence and guilt, 
| What darkneſs, what depravity controuls 
| My nobler pow'rs; how when my rifiag thoughts 
Won!d fix on thee, this mortal part withſtands. 
O bring my ſoul from this deteſted priſon, 


N Enlarge it, and my tongue ſhall ſpeak thy praiſe! J 
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- SOLILOQUF XIII. 


1 
d 
| (COME to my longing fon}, that I may know 
| ey „1 
| My union with thee in immortal love: A 
| This is the ſecret language of my heart. | T 
dare appeal to thee, my awful Judge, | N 
; Whoſe eyes can penetrate my inmoſt thought ; T 
Thou art my firſt defire, my warmeſt wiſh : P. 
1 heſe reſtleſs motions, theſe repeated fighs, T 
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Are all addreſs'd to thee; at thee I aim, 9 an 
In theſe imperfect flights, theſe upward views, 

I heſe frequent glances at the diſtant ftars ; | R 
Fain would they pierce beyond the azure veil, | TI 
And gaze at thoſe tranſporting ſights within. Se 


Put ont your gaudy lights, ye rolling ſpheres! | D. 


Lev” — — A. En Oe OO — — Gp 


. 


Could I but ſee the brighter worlds beyond, 
I ſhould with joy bid fun and ſtars adieu, 
With all the beauteous ſcenes their beams diſp'ay. 
Im tir'd, I'm fick of all theſe trifling things, 
The ſhew, the vain amuſements of the world ; 
Thou art my only joy : Again my ſoul 
Atteſts its firſt, its early, glurious choice, 
Under my haad (behold, my preſent Judge, 
For thou art here a witneſs to my truth) 
Under my hand I take thee for my portion, 
My preſent bliſs, and all my future hope, 
I caſt reproach on ev'ry lower good, 
And look with ſcorn on tranfitory things; 
Divide them where thou wilt; 'tis thou thyſelf, 
Thy ſmiles, the full fruition of thy love 
My panting ſoul purſues : not all the pomp 
Or pleaſure cf the ſkies, abſtract from thee, 
Could make me bleft, or fill theſe large deſires, 


SOLILQQUY XIV. 


THE hour muſt come, the laſt important hour, 
O let me meet it with expecting joy 

Nor let the king of terrors wear 2 frown, 

Nor bring unwelcome tidings to my ſoul ! 

When all the ſprings of life are running low, 

And ebbing faſt in death; when nature tir'd, 
Trembling and faint, gropes thro? the gloomy vale, 
Nor human aid can give the leaſt ſupport ; 
Then may the cordials of eternal love 
Pour in divine refreſhments on my ſoul ; Fr 
Then let him ſmile, whoſe gentle ſmiles could cheer 
The ſhades of hell, and ſcatter all its gloom. 

Forget me not in that important hour; 

Recal theſe earneſt fighs, look kindiy o'er 

The long recorded file of humble pray'r 

Seat to thy gracious ſeat : 1 hou, who at once 

Doſt paſt, aud preſent, and the future view, 
D 
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Give back an anſwer in that ſullen moment, | | 
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When all things elſe ſhall fail No ſound of joy, 
No ſight of beauty, no delighful ſcene 

Shall aught avail ; nor ſun, nor ſparkling ftars, 
Shall vield one gentle, one propitious ray, 

10 gild the fatal duſk, or cheer the ſoul. 

1 hen let the ſun of righteouſneſs ariſe 
With dawning light, and be-the proſpe@ clear 
Beyond the diſmal gu'ph; let darting beams 
Of glory meet my view——Be hell defy 
On that triumphant day: O let me give 
A parting challenge to infernal rage, 

And fing falvatiou to the Lamb for ever! 
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SOLILOQUY xx. 


THoo lovely object of my utmoſt hope, | 
Whate'er my ſoul ſtretch'd to its vaſt extent, h 
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And wide capacity of bliſs can graſp! ! 
I would be from this moment free from all | 
Terrene delight, and joy in God alone. 
Here I might ſtill expatiate in the realms 
Of boundleſs bliſs, and drink the ſprings of life 
Unſully'd at the native fountain head, * 
O thou that by a ſoft, but certain band 
Of everlaſting love, haſt drawn my ſoul; 
Continue the attraction, bring me near, 
Nor let us part for ever —What words can paint | | 
The horrors of that doom, that ſhould divide 
My ſoul from all its bliſs ? accurſt diviſion ! 
O de it ne'er my lot! Let dark oblivion 
Extinguiſh this frail ſpark of entity, 
Blot me, in mercy blot me from exiſtence, 
Rather than blot me from the book of life ! 
What pangs, what agonies would ſhake my =_y 
To take a laſt, a fad farewel of thee ; X 
The rage of love, an everlaſting fire, 
Muſt prey for ever on the ſofteſt ſenſe 
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And feeling of the ſou Rather let looſe 

Thy mighty hand, and cruſh me into nothing; 

At leaſt eftace thy image from my heart, 

Thoſe traces of an excellence divine: 

Tormenting view! if ne'er to be enjoy'd, 

Let me forget thee, and forget myſelf; 

Loſe all remembrance of thy favours paſt, 

Nor e'er recal to mind thoſe bliſsful hours, 

Spent in a ſweet communion with my God. 
Should theſe tranſporting ſcenes return in view, 

I ſure ſhall-curſe myſelf, defy the ſaints 

That in thy temple dwell, and fee thy face: 

Perhaps this tongue (O emphaſis of woe 

The loweſt depth, the horror of damnation!) 

Perhaps this tongue, urg'd with infernal rage, 

With impious blaſphemies may wound thy uame ; 

That dear, adorable; tranſporting name, 

That name imprinted on my inmoſt ſoul, 

That now is all my joy, my final hope ! 


SOLILOQUY XVI. 


RAW me, O draw me! then with eager haſte 
Unweary'd I ſhall run the facred paths 

Thy word direQts ; but if unmov'd by thee, 
A lump of dull unanimated clay 
As well might riſe, and meet the lofty ſky ; 
As well theſe cold, theſe ſenſeleſs ſtones may wake, 
May tind a living voice, and call thee Father, 

I live, I move, but as thy quickning pow'r 
Exerts itſelf, and animates my being; 
And longer than thou draw'ft, I cannot move. 
For I am weak and vain, my nature ſunk 
From its primæval rectitude and grace, 
Helpleſs and deſtitute of all that's good: 
But thus I humbly caſt myſelf on thee, 
Imploring ſuccour at thy gracious hands ; 
Imploring wiſdom, to evade the wiles 
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Of my infernal foes, that hourly watch 
My fieps, to tempt them into fatal ſnares, 
And labyrinths of darkneſs——Take my hand, 
And geatly lead me in the dang*rous road 
Of mortal life, this gloomy pilgrimage : 
My great directing light, if thou withdraw, 
1 waader, and inevitably periſh. 

And oh! tis endleſs ruin, deep perdition 3 
A loſs ( diſtracting thought) a loſs that ne'er 
Thro? everlaſting years can be repair dz 
The loſs of God, and all the boundleſs 30%, . 
Th? unmortal raptuze that his preſeace gives. 


SOLILOQUY XVII. 


MINE ey es have ne'er beheld, nor heart conceiv'd 
The be of thy face ; and yet unſeen - 

Thou doſt attract and raiſe my warmek love. 

I Jive in thee, in thee alone am bleſt ; | 

Thou art my darling thought; my ſoul exults, 

It boaſts in thee, aud triumphs all the day. 

That thou art happy gives me perfect joy; 

Jam at reſt in thee——Let kingdoms fink, 

Thou doſt ordain their fall; or let them riſe, 

Thy pleaſure is fals Be thou ſupreme! 

Be abſolute!——1 join my glad affent, 

With all the proftrate angels round thy throne, 

Unqueſtion'd be thy will! for oh! 'tis juft, 

And righteous all thy ways: Be thon ador'd 

For ever in the heights of majeſty! 

Thy grandeur fills me with a juſt contempt 

For all the pomp on earth; that thou art fair 

(O how divinely fair!) gives freſh delight 

And tranſport to my ſoul. How I rejoice 

To find thee. ſtill beyond ſimilitude, 

Still rifing in ſuperior excellence | 

To ev'ry lovely ching thy hands have made: 
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Evn ſeraphim in their immortal bloom 

Thoſe morning fiars, the firſt-bora ſmiles of heav'n, 
If once compar'd to thee, their brighteſt charms 
Would fade away, and wither in thy fight. 
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SOLILOQUF XF111. 


WILL not leave thee ; bid me not be gone, 
Repulſe me not, for I will take no nay. 
As thou doſt live, I will purſue thee till, 
Nor Cer let go my hold: Pm fix on this, 
To wreſile with thee till I gain the bleſſing. 
I cannot be deny'd ; thy word is paſt, 
"Tis ſeald, tis ratify'd ; thou art oblig'd, - 
Engag'd, contin'd by thy own clemency, 
And ſpotleſs truth, to liſten to my call. 
I come, I enter by the firength of faith 
The holy place; thro? the atoning blood 
I knee), I kumbly worſhip at thy feat, 
My great requeſt is to obtain thy grace, 
Thro* my Redeemer* merits: Here's the way 
. By which I would approach thy facr& throne. 
O let me never meet with a tepulſe, 
While I invoke thee by that charming name; 
That name, in which i ceater'd thy delight, 
That name, which at thy own command I uſe ; 
Nor can it be in vain——Thy word is paſt; 
Nor canſt thou vary, or deny thyſelf, 
And change thy purpoſes, like fickle man. 
The earth ſhall change her form, the ſhining Ties 
Shall loſe their light, and vaniſh into ſhade ; 
Burt not a tittle of thy facred word 
Shall fail the hopes of them that reſt on thee. 
Be gone, ye impious, unbelieving . ! 
I am a ſinner, freely tis confeſt, 
Unmeriting the leaſt regard from thee ; 
But here the riches of thy grace will ſhine ; 
To thee immortal honour will arife, 
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When ſuch a worthleſs wretch as I ſhall ftand 
Acquitted by an act of ſov'reign will, 

Before thy gracious fight ; cleans'd from my guilt 
By a Redeemer's blood, that healing balm 

For all the wounds within, —In heavenly ſtrains 
My lips ſhall tell the ſtory of thy grace ; 

Ages ſhall in a long ſucceſſion roll, 

While the bleſt theme employs my joyful tongue: 
Unbounded gratitude ſhall ſwell my ſoul, 

And all ics nobler faculties inlarge. 


SOLILOQUY XIX. 


VANISH my doubts, and let me give the glory 
Due to th” eternal name, by ſtedfaſt faith, 
Hope againſt hope, believe above belief! 
For he that ſaid, is able to perform : 
His word aanihilates, his word creates ; 
And he can open the eternal ftores, 
And pour ten thouſand bleſſings on my head. 
Why ſhould'ſ thou bound thyſelf? why ſhould'ſt thon 
ſtay 
The ſacred bias of thy glorious nature ? 
For thou art love ſupreme, eſſential. love, 
Ev'n my; unworthineſs can be no bar. 
Shall ſinful man grow great by his offence, 
And check the progreſs of almighty grace ? 
Shall duft and vanity obſtruct the courſe 
Of thy omnipotence, and ſpoil the boaſt 
Of free, of abſolute benignity ? 
Love is thy life, in its tranſcendent height 
And full enjoyment ; thy eternal thought, 
In boundleſs wiſdom, mark'd it as the end 
Of all thy glorious works; and it ſhall riſe 
Triumphant and victorious over all 
The obſtacles that ſeem to check its courſe, - 
In this tranſporting, amiable form, 
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The mild, the gentle glories of thy nature, 
Let me behold and meet thy gracious ſmiles: 
Here I can triumph, here my hopes run high; 
They Know no bounds, but infinitely free, 
Graſp all a dleſt eternity contains. 


SOLILOQUY XX. 


O GOD of ages! view my narrow ſpan, 
Behold how ſhort a period thou haſt ſet 

The limits of my life! how like a ſhade, 
A paſfing cloud, my vain exiftence flies 
Yet all my boundleſs hopes, my future views 
For endleſs ages on this narruw ſpan, 
This little rivulet of time depend : 
And oh! how faſt the-gliding curreat flows! 
Nothing retards its everlaſting cour ſe ; 
Ev'n now my haſty moments paſs away, 
For ever, O for ever, they are gone! 

I die with ev'ry breath; no calling back 
The niceſt point of all my vain duration, 
'Tis paſt beyond retrieve but oh! there reſt 
Eternal things on this important point: 
This ſpan of life, this ſhort allotted ſpan, 
Is all I have to manage for the ſtake 
Of an immortal ſoul; the glorious weight 
Of heav'nly crowns and kingdoms are ſuſpendedy 
And oh! if loſt, can never be recall'd. 
This #ow, this fleeting tranſitory mow, | 
Contains my all; and yet this awful truth 
Sits lightly on my ſoul, and faintly moves 
My drooping pow'rs to action. 
Yet there's a ſtrict account that muſt be made, 
When the great day, the day of reck'niag comes: 
1he'folema hour draws nigh, nor ſleeps my doom ; 
'Twill ſoon decide my everlaſting fate, 
And no appeal will ever be allow'd, 
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SOLILOQUY XXI. 


O THOU ! whoſe glorious, whoſe all- ſeeing eye 
Marks all the dubious paths that lie before me; 
Who from my mother's womb haſt been my guide, 


And led me thro” the various turns of life; 
Conceal not now thyſelf in dark ſome ſhades, 
But let me clearly know thy ſacred will, 

To guide me thro* the wild, uncertain ſcenes 
Of mortal life, and let not hell deceive me: 
For I am wholly thine; thou know'ſt Fam 
Devoted to thy fear, For this my ſoul, 
Whoſe ſecrets thou canſt tell; appeals to thee. 


Oh! thou doft ſee my thought's moſt diſtant aims, 


And art my glorious witneſs, how fincere, 
How perfectiy my will's reſign'd to thine. 

Behold me here attending thy commands, 
With low ſubmiſfion, oh! behold me here, 
Liſt'ning to catch the whiſpers of thy voice; 
In humble filence I attend the found, - 
And wait thy ſacred orders. O determine, 
Determine all my ſteps, and mark my path! 
For I am blind, and bent to vanity. 
The pow'rs of hell conſpire with my own heart 
To lead me on to fin and fatal ſnares : 
But leave me not in the laſt darkſome tracks, 
The clofing part; let that be all ſerene ; 
Let that be ſpent in works of love and praiſe, 
To fit me for the ecftaſies above. 

As the aſcending ſun new glory gains, 
Till at bright noon he ſhines in full perfection; 
Thus let me reach the higheſt point of virtue, 
As far as frail mortality cau riſe : | 
Then let me ſet in glory, and in ſmiles, 
Victoria let me fing: Be thine the crown, 
Be thine alone, redeeming grace, the praiſe! 
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S$OLILOQUY XXIT. 


I HAVE, thy word, thou canft not call it back, 
I have thy oath; by thy own glorious name 
Atteſted and confirm'd——Lord, 'tis enough 
My undekeving fis are all ſubdu'd. 
God of my pious fathers! who didſt ſet 
Thy love on them, and chuſe their worthleſs race, 
Ev*n me, of all th family the leaſt, 
To magnify thy own peculiar grace: 
For thy prerogative is abſolute, 
And uncpatrould thy will; whate'%er has pleas'd 
Thy own unerring counſel thou haſt done. 
© think on all thy kind and gracious words; 
And what thy mouth hath ſpoken let thy hand 
In ev'ry poigt fulfil, let nothing fail! | 
For thou art rich in grace, tho? I am poor 
In merit, and can nothing claim from thee. 
I dare not plead a debt; yet thou haſt ſworn, 
Sworn by the glory of thy holineſs, 
That thou wilt not in any wiſe deceive me. 
Thou all things canſt; ev my unworthineſs 
Can be no bar, no obſtacle to thee : 
It is not what I am, but what thou art, 
And what thy gracious influence can effect. 
Can duft and aſhes plead deſert before thee? 
The height of holineſs and majeſty 
Can view no merit in the clay he form'd. 
But oh! what bounds has goodneſs infinite? 
What limits ſhall almighty love confine ? 
Who works in all things as his counſel guides, 
Mov'd by his own benignity; the ſpring, 
The everlaſting ſpring, from whence ariſe 
All the bright ſchemes, and well-contriv'd defigns, 
That love in its omnipotence could form, 
Ye heights ineffable, ye wond*rous ways, 
Ye glorious myſteries, ye trackleſs paths 
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1 
Of the great Sov'reign of the earth and ſkies; 
Whate'er I am, whate'er I hope, thro? all 
- Futurity, in ev*ry bliſsful ſcene, ® 
The fountain muſt be free, unbounded grace. 


SOLILOQUY xx. 


O, here I ſtand diveſted of the world! 
I give its empty glories to the wind: 
Forſaking all that mortals covet here, 
I come to thee, atteſting thy great name, 
That thou art fingly in thyſelf my hope, 
Renouncing all things elſe, my full delight. 
Let me be baniſh'd to ſome place remote, 
Where no created thing could give me joy: 
Let me have ſweet communion there with thee, 
Breathe on me there the fragrance of thy love, 
Thoſe ever blooming ſweets, and let me hear 
Immortal mufic, harmony divine, 
In thy tranſporting voice: Be this my lot, 
And give the laughing world their jovial choice! 
How poer, how empty all its joys, compar'd 
To thoſe ſublime, to thoſe exalted pleaſures, 
That break upon my foul, when thou doſt ſmile! 
A time will come (O haſte the bliſsful day!) 
When I ſhall ſee thy lovely face unveil'd: 
When theſe bleſt eyes ſhall recreate their views 
With viſions all divine, the dazzling ſcenes 
Of uncreated excellence and light. 
But now I love thee diſtant and unſeen 2 
I feel a flame, which theſe created things 
In all their pride and ſtudied elegance 
Can never gratify; ſhould they aſſume 
The graces of the ſkies, the higheſt bloom 
Of charms immortal, and unfading life; 
Yet theſe are not my God, 
Should angels open. the eternal ſcenes, 
And ſtand reveal'd before my wond'ring eyes 
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In all their pomp of ſplendor and perfeQtion 2 
Or if beyond them there are fairer forms, 
Beauties unnam'd, and unreveald to men; 
Where'er creation ends, the diftance till 

Is infinite from that for which I pine. 


SOLILOQUY XA. 
HERE fly my wiſhes? what aſpiring views, 

Are theſe that animate my tow'ring hopes? 
What boundleſs aims does my ambition take ? 
'Tis God himſelf, the great eternal God, 
That ſpread the heav'ns, and-kindled all the lights 
That roll on high, tis he is all my bliſs! 
My ſoaring thoughts can take no lower aim, 
Thither alone my bold defres aſcend. 

Ye ſplendors unconceiv'd, ye joys unknown, 

Ye fights that mortal ken has ne'er explar'd, 
O when in dazzling pomp will you unfold 
Your fair tranſporting proſpects to my ſoul? 
This low creation gives me no delight, 

1 he brighteſt objects ſicken on my ſenſe, 

The ſun and ſtars emit their cheerful rays 

Ta vain; in vain to me the heauteous fpring 
Her blooming ſweets diffuſes thro” the air; 

In vain her gay variety, her pomp 

Of party-colour'd beauties ſhe difplays : 
Nothing can recreate my drooping thoughts, 
Or fill the boundleſs vacancy within. 

When ſhall I cloſe my eyes on mortal things, 
And bid theſe dark, theſe guilty ſeats adicu ? 
Break from this priſon, drop this hated chain, 
And ſpring with full enlargement to my God? 


SOLILOQUY XXF. 


"THE ſolemn hour draws near, when I muſt ſtand 
Before the holy, the tremendous Judge 
Of all the earth, whoſe quick, all-ſearching eye 


| 
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Views all the dark receſſes of my ſoul; 

T hoſe ſecret, thoſe impenetrable doope, © 
To mortal ſearch unknown, the cloſe diſguiſe, 
The ſpecious flatteries, whoſe ſoothing wiles 
Impoſe with fair delufions on my thoughts.. 

J know not what I am; miſtaken views, 

And partial judgment hide me from myſelf, 


O thou that know'ſt my heart, diſcloſe its depths, 


Take off the ſpecious, the deceiving maſk, 
And ſhew me to myſelf, I am undone, - 
If here miftaken, flatter d and deluded 
With empty hopes, and airy expectations: 
An error here will prove eternal ruin, 
Remedyleſs deſpair——O gracious Lordi 
Avert the fad pre ſage, the fatal doubt; 
Nor leave me in this comfortleſs ſuſpence. 
Tf 1 ſhall ſee thy glorious face in peace, 
If 1 ſhall meet the beatific light, 
And view that radiant viſion all unveiPd, | | 
If thoſe bright hopes are not a vain deluſion, 
O ſeal the bliſsful, the tranſporting truth 
With ſacred demonſtration to my ſoul ; 
Diſpel theſe cruel, theſe tormenting doubts, 
With one propitious ray ! for oh! my care 
Is of important weight; tis vaſt eternity, 
Tis boundleſs glory hangs on the event. 

O could I know my worthleſs name is writ 
Among the choſen race; that in the book 
Of life (tranſporting thought!) eternal love, 
And ſov'reign grace has mark*d my glorious lot! 

Where'er thou giv'ſt, the bleſſing muſt be free 
And undeſery'd ; for who among the ranks 
That ſhine about thy throne can plead deſert? 
Who has preſented thee with benefics, 
That he ſhould proudly claim a recompence ? 
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SOLILOQUY xxri. 9 


WEET name of Jeſus! in whoſe ſyllables 
The animating pow*rs of harmoay, 

The ſoul of muſic dwells ; thou ſhalt inſpire 
My ſweeteſt numbers on the immortal ſtrings, 
The golden harps of hcav\n——My only hope! 
I have no other refuge from the ſtorm, 
No rock for ſhelter, no refreſhing ſhade, 
No calm retreat to reſt my weary ſoul. 

Thou Saviour of the ſinful race of man! 

For whom deſcending from the heights of glory, 
From ſongs, from triumpbs, and the Joud applauſe, 
The ſhoutings of ten thouſand times ten thouſand, 
Myriads of ſhining hoſts, thy bright adorers, 

Thou deign'ft to quit them all, and veil the form 
Of radiant godhead in à cloud of fleſh. . 

Yet haſt thou ſeen. the travail of my ſoul, 

The purchaſe of thy blood? or is that blood, 
(Tremendous thought !) or is that blood profan'd, 
Thy grace rejected, and thy love deſpis d? 

Why ſhines the ſun? why are the ſtars unſeal'd? 
Why ſpreads the moon her mild indulgent beams 
To cheer the midnight ſhades? Why keeps the ſpring 
Her annual round, and with her vital ſweets 
Perfumes the ſeaſons for a miſcreant race, 
Ungrateful and prophaue! that dares blaſpheme 
The awful God of nature, and of grace? Ag 


” SOLILOQUY XXP11. 


Haw flowly moves the ſun? how dull the wheels 
Of nature? Roll along, ye planets, fly 
In ſhorter rounds, and meaſure out my day, 
This tedious day, this interval of woe ! 
1 wait with longing looks, and mark the ſkies, 
As men impatient for the breaking morn. 
This world has nothing worth a careleſs thought; 


| 
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1 have no treaſure here, 'tis all above, 
And there my heart in fix'd attention dwells. 
With juſt diſdain I caft a languid look 
Around the vain creation ; then repine, 
And half pronounce thoſe various products evil, 
Which God himſelf approv'd, and call'd them good: 
Yet indepeadent of the ſov*reign bliſs, 
l hey yield no felace, give me no repoſe. 

What have I here to hold my ſoul from thee : 
To entertain me one ſhort, fleeting hour? 
J have no friend on earth, and none would have: 
I'm grown a ſtranger here, my heart difowns 
Acquaintance here; I'm fick of this vain world, 
Its tireſome repetitions load my ſenſe: _ 
The ſun's bright eye, in all its circuit, views - 
No equal entertainment, none to hold 


' My heart in theſe inhoſpitable realms, | 


Yet if I muſt a ſtranger here remain, 
O condeſcend to viſit theſe abodes, | 
And ſpeak in frequent whiſpers to my ſoul ! 
Let me converſe with thee, and hear thy voice; 
Retir'd from mea in ſome wild ſolitude, 
My hours would ſweetly paſs, nor ſeek delight 
Beyond that heav'nly bliſs; there I could reſt 
Superior to the turns of human 
Theſe eyes no more ſhould view the impious ways 
Of human race; theſe ears no longer hear 
The daring diaſphemies that loudly rage 
Againſt that gracious mediating Pow'r, 
That keeps avenging thunder from their heads, 
O let me die in peace, diſmiſs. me hence 
I'm but a ſojourner, a ſtranger here ; 


Wand'ring thro darkſome ways and gloomy wilde, T 
Beſet with hellſh ſaares, and aft bettay d * 
By a deceitfal, tteachvous heart withio : 


1 ir'd with perpetaal zoil 1 caſt my eyes, 
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SOLILOQUY XXPITI. 


THOU whoſe wiſdom leads the countleſs ſtars 
In conftant order thro? their ſhining courſe, 

And ſets the blazing ſun his annual race! 
All nature owns thy law; the raging winds, wit: 
And foaming billows in their ſwelling pride 
Reluctant fink at thy commanding voice. 

But I with proftrate homage at thy feet 
Devote my will obſequious to thy ſway. 
I have no choice, no conduct, no defign, 
No wav”ring wiſh that I can call my own; 
For I am wholly abſolutely thine: | 
And as the potter turns the ductile clay 
Am I in thy almighty forming hands. 
O thou canſt mould and faſhion evV'ry thought, 
My paſhons turn, and make me what thou wilt: 
Thy hand can trace the characters divine, 
And ſtamp celeſtial beauty on my ſoul. 

Creating Spirit, ſpeak the potent word, 
Let there be light! and cloudleſt day will riſe: 
Diſpel the clouds of ignorance and fin, 
Baniſh whare'er oppoſes thy defigns 
Of love and grace, and freely work thy will. 

Conform'd to thee, the harmony divine, 
My ſoul would-find the moſt exalted blifs. 
Were there no future hell, no penalties 
To guard thy righteous laws; were there no heav'n, 
No ſparkling crowns to recompence the juſt ; 
Yet would my thoughts approve thy pure commands, 
And find exalted pleaſure in the rules 
I hy ſacred word injoins. Cauld I but reach 5 
The rectitude 1 wiſh, in ſerving thee 
I meet a full reward, and gain the firſt, 

3 The great deſign for which I had a being 
I breath'd at thy command ; and tis the boaſt, . 
The glory of pay life, to. 25 for thee, | 
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| * SOLILOQUY XXIX. * 
MY God, ſupport me in that gloomy bour, _ \ 

When nature droops, and death's impending ſhade T 
With fatal darkneſs hovers o'er my head ; „ $a T 
When honour, pleaſure, wealth, and mortal friends O 
Shall prove but empty names, unmeaning founds, 

And lying ſuccours to my fainting ſoul ; T 
While hell with all its complicated rage A 
Shall raiſe its laſt effort to break my peace. W 

Rebuke the tempeſt then, and let thy voice * 
In gentle accents bid the ſtorm ſubũde; A 
And dart a beam of glory on my ſoul, 1 T 
When ſhtv'ring on the darkſome verge of life, A * 
She trembles at the firſt uncertain ſtep, * H 
That ſets her on the ſtrange, eternal coaſt; wW 
Where all is new, amazing and unknown, 
Nor ever yet conceiv'd by human thought, 
In all its energy and livelieſt flights. 
Then be the ſhore or gloomy, or ſerene, _ 
On which the ſpirit freed from earthly chains 23 V 
Shall ſet her dubious foot to meet her Judge; Th 
Whoſe doom will be exact, impartial, juſt ; of 
And oh! when paſt, unchangeable and fix'd. Z LY 
Eternity |—amazing dreadful word! Ho 
Eteraity !——in vain I would explore Th 
Thy diftant bounds ; my wand'ring thoughts are loft, Ho 
I know not where to fix, tis all confuſion } To 
3 * Th 
SOLILOQUY XXX. - 3 
ALMIGHTY love, thou great myſterious theme, w. 
What eloquence of man ean talk of thee? ' "i An 
What thought has fathom'd thy eternal depths, (4 0 
Or meafur'd out thy lengths? What angel wing Shit 
Has reach'd thy heights? What ſeraph's flowing ſong, The 


In all the pow'rs of heav'nly harmony, Th 
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Can paint thy charms, and to the raviſh'd ſoul 
Unfold thy beauties in their native light: 
Thou art the-fplendor of the face divine. 
The bliſs of angels, the delight of ſaints, 
The life, the triumph, and the happineſs 
Of Him in whom the fprings of joy remain. 
O when with ſmiles ineffable, with looks 
That dart eternal ecſtaſy and life, 
And all the peace of Paradiſe unfold, 
Wilt thou, my God, ſhine on my raptur'd ſoul? 
When ſhall I meet thy quick ning influence, 
And fee that glorious viſion all unveil'd ? 
The faireſt copies of creating pow'r, . 
Where with tranſcendent art thy ſkilful hand 
Has drawn bright beauty in her heav'nly prime, 
Will fade before the ſplendour of thy face. 


. SOLILOQUY XXXT. 


WHAT ſhall I ſpeak? how celebrate thy praiſe? 
What language uſe to paint my gratitude? 
The boldeſt words would poorly ſpeak thy ſenſe 
Of what my ſoul experiences within, | 
O how thou doſt attract my warmeſt thoughts! 


How am I loſt to all delights, but thoſe 


That, from thy love proceed ! how vain this world, - 
How empty all its low delights, compar'd 
To thoſe divine, thoſe pure, exalted joys, 
That ſparkle on my ſoul, when thou doſt ſmile ! 
And yet I ſee but darkly thro' the cloud, 
And catch a glimm'ring ray with eager eyes; 
While thou doſt keep the fuller glories back, 
Aud hide the ſacred ſpendor of thy throne. 
O turn the veil afide! I can but die: 
Shine out, and let the dazzling fight come o'er 
The pow'rs of nature——Thus I would expire, 
Thus yield my fpirit up in ecſtaſy. 
If this muſt be deny'd; yet come, my Lord, 
E 2 
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Let me have ſuch communion with thee here, "1 


As ſaints in holy raptures have enjoy'd; 

Such as may kindle up the life divine, 

Imprint the image of thy holineſs, 

And feed the heav'nly flame; till dead to * 
And all the falſe attractions of the world, 

I live alone completely bleſt in thee, 


SOLILOQUY XX XIT. 


O LET me ſhrink to nothing in thy ſight, 

And lay the boaſts of nature at thy feet! 
Be all my pride abas d to lower duſt, 
There lie whafe'er my vanity calls worth 
Corruption, miſcry, and guilt, is all | - 
I have to hoaſt; this is indeed my own, 
My rightful claim, my juſt inheritance. 

But hence thy praiſe ſhall ſpring, thy glories riſe, 

My indigence ſhall raiſe thy triumphs high. 

A u ond'rous inſtance of forgiving love, 

In its divine magnificence diſplay*'d 

I ſhall for ever ſtand: for ever ſtand 

A monument of free unbounded grace, 

That choſe a wretch like me to ew its pow'r; 
That triumph'd in its own viftorious ſtrength, 
O'er ev'ry oppoſition hell could raiſe. 

How wond'rons are thy ways, almighty love? 
How mnch above the narrow thoughts of men ! 
Lord, whence is this to me! to me, ſo vile, 

So guiky, ſo pnworthy of thy grace? $i 
When thouſands paſs. unbridled to perdition, 

O why am I then graciouſly reſtrain'd : 

'Tis thou haſt done it by thy ſov'reign right, 
And who ſhall aſk thee why? 

What can I ſpeak? IT muſt be ſilent here, 

Or loft in wonder breathe imperfect ſounds ; 
Yet readmy thoughts, the gratitude, the praiſe 
I would return—for human language fails. 
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BRLEST Jeſus! 'ris thy name to which I truſt 
My noble intereſt, my ſuperior hopes; 

Thou covert from the ſtorm, a hiding place 
From the black tempeſt of avenging wrath ! 
I ſee my. guilt, but this augments the debt 
Of gratitude and love; I fee my guilt, 
But ſee it gancellVd by redeeming blood. 
_ Tranſporting thought ! how ſhall I ſpeak my joy 
In what gay figures paint the ecſtaſy? 
O may'ſt thou reign exalted and ador d, 
Ador'd on earth, as in the higheſt heav'n! 
With all the ſhouting myriads round thy throae 
join my grateful voice——Ye glitt'ring crowds, 
Receive a mortal militant below 
To your triumphant choir; with you 1'11 bleſs 
My great Redeemer's name—tranſporting name! 
'Tis graven on my heart, 'tis deep impreſt, 
Immortal is the ſtamp; nor life, nor death, 
Nor hell, with all its pow'rs, ſhall blot it thence, 

Thou joy of angels, the defirc of nations, 
The hope, the glorious hope of all mankind ! 
What ſhall I ſpeak, what geatle language uſe, 
When thou art my tranſporting tender theme 
The tongues of angels cannot reach a ſtrain 
Too ſolemn, too pathetic to expreſs 
The charming ſentiments I feel for thee. 

How dear thou art, how precious to my ſoul, 
Tis thou alone can tell O fairer far 
Than all thy wondrous works! what excellence 
Bears thy fimilitude ? Thy Father's. image, 
The plenitude, the brightneſs of his glory, 
The eloquence of heav'n is far below 
Thy worth; for thou art infinite perfection, 
The fulneſs of the Godhead dwells in thee. 
Thine is the pow'r, the kingdom, and the glory ; 
All, all is thine in he high heav'ns above, 
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On earth and in the deep, May ev'ry tongue | . 


In bleſſing thee be bleft ; may bleſfings fall 
In torrents on their heads that plead thy cauſe ; 
Smile on their active piety and zeal, | 
Strengthen their hands, and fortify their hearts, 
With peace divine and holy conſolation, 
Let them appear bright as the vig'rous ſun, 
When tow'ring from his clear meridian height, 
He fills the ſpacious firmament with glory. 
So let them proſper, while thy vanquiſh'd foes 
In humble homage bow beneath thy feet! 

From ſea to ſea be thy great empire ſpread, 0 
And let the utmoſt ifles thy glory ſee: ! 
The eaſtern Kings their incenſe then ſhall bring, 
And ſweet Sabæa's groves ſhall bloom for thee. 
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SOLILOQUY XXXIV. 1 


OO K down, with pity, gracious Lord, look down, 
© From thy unbounded heights of happineſs, 
On me a wretched, but a ſuppliant finner, 
Thy times are always; mine will ſoon be paſt, 
And meaſur'd out; while thine are ſtill unchang'd: y 
In boundleſs life, and undiminiſh'd blifs 
Thou ſitt'ſt ſecure, while all created things 
In a perpetual motion glide along, 
And ev'ry inſtant change their fleeting forms. 
O be not ſlack to hear! my time is wing'd, 
See how my ſun declines! *tis finking faſt, 
And dying into darkneſs ; the night is near, 
The fatal night of death, when I ſhall fleep 
Unactive in the damp and gloomy grave. 
This is the important hour, the hour of grace 
Aud offer'd life; ſalvation hangs upon it. 
Nor let my importunity offend thee, 
is now, tis now or never I muſt ſpeed ; 
This day, this hour, this fleeting moment's more 
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Than I can boaſt, or truly call my own; 
Ev'n now it flies—*tis gone — tis paſt for eve! 
But oh ! the ſtrict account I have to give 


Remains uncaacell'd; yet my pardon ſtands, 
Perhaps, unſeal'd, or not to me confirm'd. 


Regard my anguiſh while I call aloud 


For mercy, and a fignal of thy love. 
Before I die, O let my longing ſoul 
Receive an earneſt of its future bliſs! 


SOLILOQUY XXXF. 


BE thou alone advancꝰd !—If there's a thought 
Of favour plac'd on me, let it be all 

Devoted to the Lord. Mayſt thou ſtand high 
In eV ry heart, tho? I am wholly loſt 
In dark obſcuriry—be thou advanc'd! 
This is my nobleſt, my ſuperior end, 
My great deſiga, my everlaſting view. 

O be thy intereſt ſafe, thy cauſe ſecure! 
Whatever clouds hang on my future hours, 
I paſs them all, thy ſacred will be done! 
I am of no importance to myſelf, 
Be thou alone exalted! All my ſoul 
Bows to thy grandenr, offers every thought 
Of love and honour, friendſhip and eſteem 
To thee; whatever Kind impreffion's rais'd 
In any heart for me, let it be thine! 

All glory be to thee! tis juſtly due; 
Mine is but borrow'd at thy gracious hands; ; 
My light is but a faint reflected ray, 
From thee its ſacred ſource—O may it guide 
My ſoul with conſtant energy to thee! 

Thou art my boaſt, my treaſure and my joy | 
Content with thee, in fol.tary ſhades 
Jam at reſt, nor miſs the vain delights 
This world can give, or with deceiving ſhews, 
And lying viſions, promiſe to my hopes. 


E4 


80 J 7 | 


My eyes have ne'er beheld, nor heart conceiv's 
The wonder of thy face; and yet unſeen 
Thou doſt attract and raiſe my warmeft love: 
1 he cauſe is all divine, above the reach \ 
Of reaſon's boldeſt and moſt daring flight. | 
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| SOLILOQUY xxx. 


O FAIREST of ten thouſand! whoſe bright ſmiles 
Enlighten heav'n, and open Paradiſe 
1 In all its bliſsful and tranſporting ſcenes, 
Vouchſafe me but a ſhort, a tranſient glimpſe 
Of thy fair face, if I can gain no more, 
Forgive the fond impatience of my heart, 
Which dwells on thee, and has no other joy, 
No entertainment in this loneſome world ; 
"Tis all a diſmal emptineſs to me. 
Hence all ye clouds, ye ſeparating ſhades, 
Which hide his charming face | Ye days and hours 
Dance on your ſpeedy courſe, and let us meet 
Riſe thou bright morning ſtar, the joy of heav'n, 
The beauty and the pride of paradiſe, 
The bliſs of angels, their eteraal theme, 
While in high tranſports they enjoy thy ſmiles! 
I muſt talk on, the glorious ſubject warms 
| My wid'ning ſoul ; I feel immortal life, 
| And taſte the joys of heav'n Thou art my heav'n, 
The land of light and love, my fulleſt hope! k 
] have no other wiſh in all the round 
| Of endleſs years. Thou from the morning's womb 
Haſt ſtill the dew, the fragrant dew of youth: 
Eternal bloom fits ſmiling in thy looks, 
Heav'n opes in the ſplendour of thine eye, 
And ftreams in torreats of eternal light, 
Thy voice is muſic, harmoay itſel 
Ia its tranſporting charmsz—Ye golden harps 
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Which angels tune, for ever filent lie; 

Let me but hear my Lord's ſweet, geatle voice, 
Breathing celeſtial ſolace to my foul, 

And peace ineffable, the peace of God. 


SOLILQQUY XXXP11. 


O JESUS! let eternal bleſſings dwell 
On thy tranſporting name; let every tongue 

In hoav'n and earth conſpire, above, below, 
Where'er creation ſtretches out its bounds ; 
Let them with me unite to praiſe my King, 
My Lord, my Life, my gracious Ranſomer ! 
Who bought my ſoul from hell at the high price 
Of his on ſaered blood; amazing love! 
' Unutterable grace | Here let me fix ; 
My ſoul in an eternal ecſtaſy, ' 

Let me be wholly thine from this bleſt hour, 
Let thy lov'd image be for ever preſent ; 
Of thee be all my thoughts, and let my tongue 
Re ſanctify'd with the celeſtial theme. 
Dwell on my lips, thou deareſt, ſweeteſt name! 
Dwell on my lips, till the laſt parting. breath! 
Then let me die, aud bear the charming, ſound 
In triumph to the ſkies, —In other ſtrains, 
In language all d vine, IC praiſe thee then 
While all the Godhead opens in the view 
Of a Redeemer's love—Here let me gaze, 
For ever gaze; the bright variety 
Will endleſs joy and admiration yield.. 

Let me be wholly thine frum this bleſt hour. 
Fly from my ſoul all images of ſenſe, 
Leave me in fileace to poſſeſs my. Lord : 
My life, my pleaſures flow from him alone, 
My ftrength, my great ſalvation, and my. hope, 
Thy name is all my truſt—O name divine 
Be thou engraven on my inmoſt ſonl,.. 
And let me own thee with my lateſt breath, 
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Confeſs thee in the face of ev'ry horror, 
That threat'ning death or envious hell can raiſe ; 
Till all their firength ſubdu'd, my parting ſoul 
Shall give a challenge to internal rage, 
Aud ſing ſalvation to the Lamb for ever. 

To him, my glorious Ranſomer, I'll ſing; 
To him my heart ſhall gratefully aſcribe 
The crown of conqueſt, his unqueſtion'd right: 
While liſt'ning angels pleas'd ſha!l hear me tell 
The wonders of his love, the frange event 
Of his ſurprizing grace.—Tranſporting theme! 


Where ſhall the ſong begin Turn back the rells 


Of vaſt eternity—ſtill, backward fill 

The dazzling records turn—Where ſhall I find 
The glorious point? where fix the ſhining date, 
When everlaſting love defign'd my blifs? 


SOLILOQUY XXXPTIT. 


HOU who canſt make a paſſ:ge thro” the ſea, 

| And find a way amidft the rolling waves; 
Thou who canſt open wide, and none can ſhut, 

Unfold the gates of braſs! break all the bars 

Of oppoſition ! let the mountains fink, 

And ev*ry valley riſe to level plains! 

Be darknefs light, and let the ſmiling fun 

Of righteouſneſs, the bright, the morning ſtar, 

Ariſe in all the glories of the Godhead ! 

Shine out, and let the clear diſtinguiſnh'd rays 
Convince thy proudeſt foes, and cheer the hopes 
Of thoſe that love thee, love thee, tho? unſeen ; 
Whoſe wounded ears now bear the loud reproach __ 
Of thy inſulting foes, whoſe fainting hearts 
Bleed in the wide diſhonours of thy name. 

O read the cies! divide the firmament! 

Break the long ſtanding pillars of the earth ! 
Let the hills tremble! let the foreſts flame, 
To make thy greatneſs known! Be thou confeft! 
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Be thou in full divinity reveal'd ! 
And let the wreck of nature grace thy triumph ! 

Set open wide the everlaſting gates! 

Ye heav'nly arches, lift your heads on high, 
And let the King of glory in the pomp 

Of majeſty ineſfable deſcend! | 

Ihe nations then ſhall own thee for their Ged, 
And ev'ry tongue coafefs th? Almighty Judge. 

When ſhall theſe eyes behold that welcome day, 
That glorious, happy, long- expected period? 
When ſhall my voice join with the gen'ral ſnout 
Of nations, languages, and tribes redeem'd? 
When ſhall I hail the triumphs of that day, 
When thou ſhalt riſe in the full heights of glory, 
Darken the ſun, confound the brighteſt ſtar, 
Blaze in the ſplendor of- the Deity, 

Thy Father's image perfectly expreſt? 

Then ſhall the loud, the univerſal ſhout, 
TIS FINISH'D! echo thro? the wide creation; 
Loud triumphs ſound, and hallelvjahs ring,— 

The glory, the dominion is the. Lord's, 
And God onnipatent ſhall reign for ever ! 


SOLILOQUY XXXIY. 


TH word is paſt, look on theſe ſacred lines, 
I his heav*nly volume; here, great God, are writ 

The records of thy truth, thy aucient works, 
The bright memorials of thy pow'r and love; 
To thy immortal honour, to the jov 
Of ev'ry ſaint, they ſtand collected here. 

Confirm thy promis d grace, which I bave made 
My boaſt, my triumph and peculiar aid. 
O make me not aſham'd ! for I have ſpoke 
With confidence undaunted for thy name, 
Thy honour and approv'd veracity. 
And now I come diſtreſs'd, and looking round 
On human helps in vain ; theſe lying aids 
Excite my ſcorn, I view them with contempt, 
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Counſel and wiſdom, friendſhip's gentle voice, 
Is a deceitful ſound : I dare not reſt 
Below the ſkies for guidance or protection; 
On thee alone, and not on erring man, 
I caſt myſelf: O kindly guide my ſteps 
In all the paths of righteouſneſs and peace 
On thee alone, the everlaſting rock, 
On thee alone I reſt ; my father's God, 
My mother's early truſt, to thee I look. 
O let my ſoul rejoice, rejoice in God, 
Boaſt in his truth, and triumph all the day 
In his almighty name, and gracious aid! 
Be his veracity and truth my ſong! 

Thete is no help, no confidence below: 
But who reltes oa thy almighty arm 
A ſure defence ſhall find; who on thy word 
Securely reſts, ſhall never be deceiv'd, 

Can the Moſt-High repent? can he recal 
His ſacred oath, and make his promiſe vain ? 
O that be far from thee, the truth divine, 
Th? eternal reqitude, whoſe plighted word 
Stanc's firmer than the baſis of the earth! 
And when its mighty pillars to the depth 
Of their foundations fink, when yonder ſkies, 
Grown old, ſhall crack thro? all their cryſtal orbs; 
Thou undecay'd in endleſs equity, 
In glory aud unſpotted truth ſhalt ſhine, 


SOLILOQUF XL. 
T CALL not you that on Parnaſſus ſit, 
* And by the flow'ry banks of Helicon, 
Circle your brows with fading coroners z 
While ſome romantic hero you adorn 
With lying epithets, and airy praiſe : 
Or ſome fantaſtic lover's fate rehearſe, 
In notes that with a ſoft, inticing art, 
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A charming, but pernicious magic draw 
The chaſteſt minds from virtue's ſacred paths, 

Too long infpir'd by theſe unhappy flames, 
In rural ſhades I fung the boaſted pow'r, 

And own'd the falſe divinity of love; 
Reclaim'd, no longer I your aid implore, 

But you, celeſtial muſes, I invoke. 

Ye muſes, who above the lofty ſky 

Sit crown'd with wreaths of never-fading light, 
And on your filver lutes, immortal ſongs, 
Along the bliſsful ftreams that warbling flow, 
With ſoft inimitable {kill recite ; 

Aſſiſt me, while with an advent'rous flight 

To everlaſting glories I aſpire ; 

While HE, the firſt almighty Cauſe, with you 
In flowing numbers 1 attempt to fing. 

From him, like you, I took the vital ray, 
Him, as the ſpring of my exiſtence, praiſe ; 
Tho' not with you, his happ.er race, allow'd 
To view the bright unveil'd Divinity. 

By no audacious glance from mortal eyes 
Thoſe myſtic glories are to be profan'd ; 

Yet we may ſafely in reflection meet 

His ſcatter'd beams, and find in all his works 
The God in ſhining characters impreſt. 

I trace him round me now with vaſt delight, 
Among the laviſh ſprings thar proudly roll 
Their ſilver riches o'er the painted meads : 
Here ſpreading into broad tranſparent lakes, 
Smooth as the face of heav'n they filent flow; 
The ſparkling ſun the beanteous ſurface gilds, 


Which double glory to the ſky reflects: 


Here under cloſe imperding ſhades they creep, 
And roll along complaining to their ſhores. 
The verdant meadows, and extended plains, 

In all their pride and ſpringing beauties dreſt, 
The winding valleys and aſcending hills, 

The moſly rocks, the'bow'rs and lofty groves, 
The ev'ning cloſe, and chaunt of various birds, 


{ 86 ] 


The ſportive wind, and ſoftly whiſp'ting breeze, 
Conſenting, all acknowledge thou art far 
More lovely and ſurpaſſing fair than they. 
Thy glory in her filent courſe the moon, 
And nightly lamps in their obſcur'd ſojourn ; 
The morning ſtar with its bright circlet crown'd, 
And early bluſbes of the day reveal. 
The circling ſun thy glory manifeſts ; 
Whether aſcending from the eaſtern wave, 
With glancing ſmiles he cheers the dewy fields; 
Or mounted to the zenith's lofty height, 
He blazes with tranſcendant glory crown'd ; N 
Or down the ſteep of heav'n he rolls amain, 
And ends his flaming progrefs in the ſea; 

From eaſt to weſt thy greatneſs he proclaims, 
And thro' his radiant kingdoms ſpreads thy praiſe. 
Thou rid'ſt upon the wild tempeſtuous wind, 

And flying ſtorms obey thy pow'rfal voice ; 
Sublime on clouds thy dark pavilions fet, 
With ſhades and g'oomy majeſty involv'd. 
Thy hands the pointed lightnings lance around, 
White peals of thunder ſhake the firmament : 
At thy approach the kindling foreſts ſmoke, 
And from their baſe the trembling mountains ſtart ; 
The rivers ebb and flow at thy command, 
Obſerve theit wonted courſe, or run reverſe; 
At thy rebuke the frighted waves divide, 
And with ſtupendous motion backward roll 
Their cryſtal volumes to their inmoſt ſprings, 
Thou all things canſt—thy mighty mandates n 
Neceſſity and nature are no more; 
Th” obedient elements diflolve their league, 
And wonderful effects atteſt the God. 
Thus far we trace thee by unerring lights, 
But what thou art beyond is ſtill unknown; 
We launch in vain into the deep abyſs, 
Thro' vaſt infinity thou fly'it our ſearch. 
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SOLILOQUY XII. 


YE lagging months and years, take ſwifter wings, 
And bring the promis'd day, when all my hopes 
Shall be fulfild ; when that reſplendent face, 
Which yonder folding clouds conceal, ſhal} dawn 
With everlaſting ſmiles, ſmiles that inſpire 
Immortal life and undecaying joy. 
Bleſt period! why art thou ſo long delay'd ? 
O ſtretch thy ſhining wings, and leave behind 
The lazy minutes in their tedjous courſe! 
T call in vain ; the hours muſt be fulfill'd, 
And all their winding circles meaſur'd our ; 
In grief and wild complaints I yet muſt wait 
The day, and tel] my ſorrows to the winds; 
Forlorn I thro' the, gloomy woods muſt ſtray, 
And teach the murm'ring ſtreams my tender theme: 
The woods and fireams already know my grief, 
And oft are witneſs to the mournful tale; 
While the pale moon in ſilent majeſty 
Her midnight empire holds, and all the ſtars 
In ſolemn order on her ſtate attend. 

Thou mooa, I cry, and all ye ling'ring ftars, 
How long muſt you theſe tedious circles roll! 
When ſhall the great commiſfionꝰd angel ſtay 
Your ſhining courſe, and with uplifted hand, 
Swear by the dread unntterable Name, 

That time ſhall be no more ? 

Then you no more ſhall turn the rolling year, 
Nor lead the flow'ry ſpring, nor gently guide 
The ſummer on with all her various ſtore ; 

Great nature then thro? all her diffrent works 
Shall be transform'd, the earth and thoſe gay fries 
Shall be no more the ſame! A brighter ſcene 
Succeeds, and paradife in all its charms 
Renew'd ; but far the bliſsful ſtate improv'd, 

And fit for minds to whom the mighty Maker - 
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Shall give the glorious viſion of his face, 
Unveil'd and ſmiling with eternal love. 
O infinite delight ! my eager ſoul 


Springs · forward to embrace the promis'd joy, 


And antedates its heav*n. Ihe lightſome fields, 
And bliſsful groves are open to my view, 

The ſongs of angels and their ſilver lutes 
Delight me, while th* Omaipotent they ſing. 

On all his glorious titles long they dwell; 

But Love, unbounded Love,.commands the ſong; 
Their darling ſubject this,.and-nobleſt theme. 
Here let my raviſh'd ſoul for ever dwell,. 

Here let me gaze, nor turn one careleſs look 

Ou yoader hated world, here let me drink 


Full draughts of bliſs, aud bathe in boundleſs floods 


Of life and joy; here let nie till converſe, 

It cannot be! mortality returns. 

Ve radiant ſkies, adieu! ye ſtarry worlds, 
Ye bliſsful ſcenes, and walks of paradiſe, 
] muſt fulfil.my day, and wait the hour 
That brings eternal liberty and reſt. 

Yet while I ſojourn in this gloomy waſte,. 
And trace with weary ſteps life's doubtful road: 
Permit me, ye gay realms, permit me oft 
To viſit you, and meditate your joys. 
Whether my part in this great theatre 
Be joyaus or ſevere, let the fair hopes, 

The charming proſpect of eternal reſt, . 
Be preſent with my ſoul, mix with my joys,. 
And ſoften all my intervals of grief. 


SOLILOQUF XLII. 


1 WILL not let thee go without a · bleſſing; 
By thy great name I enter my proteſt, 
Never to leave thee, till I ſee thy word 
Accompliſh'd to my vows, till thou with full 
And cloudleſs demonſtration to my ſoul 
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Reveal thy promis'd grace—Regard my ſighs, 

My ſecret pantirigy to de near to thee! |" 

Wilt thou for ever fly my earneſt ſearch, 

Shut out-my pray'r, and keep' this painful diſtance? 

Where is the obſtacle, the fatal bar, 

The curſt partition, that divides my ſoul | 
From all its joys? Tis fin, deteſted fin! 
From hence ariſe theſe ſeparating clouds, 

1 heſe ſullen ſhadows that conceal thy face, 
And darken all the proſpect of my bliſs. 

But thou the fair, the bright, the morning ſtar, 
Canſt with thy darting glories chaſe theſe ſhades, 
And break the thick, the complicated night. 
In great forgiveneſs thou wilt raiſe thy name; 
And much forgiven, I ſhall love thee much, 
And ſtand a glorious inftance of thy grace; 
Where fin abounds, its luſtre ſhall abound. 
My grateful heart and tongue to praiſes tun'd, 
Shall tell with tranſport the amazing heights 
Of love, of wiſdom, of redeeming grace. 

Jeſus! my only hope, my advocate, 
My gracious mediator! O defend 
My trembling guilty foul, from all the ftorms 
Of wrath divine i be thou a hiding place, 
A covert from the wind, a fafe retreat 
From all the terror of avenging pow'r 
Aud juſtice infinite! Thy blood can cleanſe 
My deepeſt ſtains, and purify my ſoul 
From all its native, and contrafted guilt: 
In that clear fountain of immortal life 
Let me be cleans'd and thoroughly ſanctify d. 
I come a helpleſs, miſerable wretch, 
And throw myſelf, and all my future hopes, 
On mercy infinite; rejet me not, 
Thou Saviour of the finful race of men 
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THE SUBMISSION. ' \ ff © 
OWEVER hard, my God, thy terms appear, r- 
Howe*er to ſenſe afliting and ſevere, 
To any of thy articles I can agree, Be 
Rather than bear the thoughts of loſing thee: In 
Exact whate*er thou wilt, we'll never part, | * 
Nothing ſhall force thy image from my heart. Ol 
Thou ftill art good, howe'er thou deal with me, T, 
Spotleſs thy truth, unſtain'd thy purity : a * 
Amidſt my ſufPrings ſtill I'll own thee juſt, M 
And in thy wonted mercy firmly truſt, T 
Whate'er becomes of ſuch a wretch as me, T, 
Thy equal ways ſhall till unblemiſh'd be; / 1 
The ſons of men ſhall till thy grace proclaim, A 
And place their refuge in thy mighty name; T 
Thro' all the wide extended realms above, Sh 
Bright angels ſhall proclaim thy wond'rous love: 
Ev*n I ſhall yet adore thy wonted grace, 
Tho? darkneſs now conceals thy lovely face. 
But, oh! how long ſhall I thy abſence mourn ? 
Whea, when wilt thou, my ſun, my life, return? 
Thou only can't my drooping ſoul ſuſtain, - 
Of nothing but thy diftance I complain, 
EXODUS III. XIV. B 
1 4M THAT 1 4M. 3 
HATE! ER thou art, to thee, and thee alone, At 
The firſt almighty cauſe of all, is known; Tt 
Yet would I firive ambitioufly to raiſe Fe 
My voice to the delightful work of praiſe : | In 
But, oh! what human words thoſe heights can reach? 
What bolder thought the flight divine can firetch! Of 
Ev'n angels, in their ſweeteſt ecſtaſy, N. 


When they behold the ſmiling deity, Du 
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Their want of pow'r and eloquence confefs, 6 
When they thy boundleſs glories would expreſs; 
In heav'n they find no metaphors for thee, 
And what reſemblance then can mortals ſee? 

Yet 1 muſt talk, and talk of thee alone, 
Be to my tongue all other themes unknown ! 
In holy ſongs I would my filence break, 
In raptures, everlaſting raptures, ſpeak. 
Oh, 'tis the work of heav'n, almighty king! 
To love, adore, and thy high praiſes fing; 
And this, my everlaſting bliſs ſhall be, 
My lips ſhalt talk, my heart ſhall fix on thee, 
Thy excellence, and ev'ry glorious name © 
To angels known ſhall feed the holy flame: 
I then ſhall ſee thee lovely as thou art, 
And feel what boundlefs joys thy ſmiles impart ; 
The beatiſic ſcene, without controul, | 
Shall open all its ſplendor on my ſoul. 


ON THE 


park OF MR. THOMAS ROWE. 


66 what ſoft language ſhall my thoughts get free, 
My dear Alexis, when I talk of thee? 
Ye muſes, graces, all ye gentle train 
Of weeping loves, affiſt the penſive firain! 
But why ſhould I implore your moving art? 
*1'is but to ſpeak the dictates of my heart? 
And all that knew the charming youth will join 
Their friendly fighs and pious tears to mine: 
For all that knew his merit muſt confeſs, 
In grief, for him, there can be no exceſs. 
His ſoul was formꝰd to act each glorious part 
Of life unſtalnꝰd with vanity or art, 
No thought within his gen'rous mind had birth, 
But what he might have own'd to heav'n aud earth. 
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Practisꝰd by him each virtue grew more bright, 
And ſhone with more than its own native light. 
Whatever noble warmth could recommend „ 
The juſt, the active, and the conſtant friend, 
Was all his own--——but, oh! a dearer name, 
And ſofter ties my endleſs ſorrow claim ; 
Loſt in deſpair, diſtracted, and forlorn, 
The lover I, and tender huſband mourn. 
Whate'er to ſuch ſuperior worth was due, 
Whate'er exceſs the fondeſt paſkon knew, 
I felt for thee, dear youth; my joy, my care, 
My pray*rs themſelves were thine, and only where 5 v 
Thou waſt conceru d, my virtue was fincere. 
Whene'er I begg d for bleſſings on thy head, 
Nothing was cold, or formal, that I ſaid; 
My warmeſt vows to heav*n, were made for thee, 
And love till mingled wich my piety. 

O thou waſt all my glory, all my pride! 
Thro” life's uncertain paths, my conſtant guide: 
Regardleſs of the world, to gain thy praiſe, 
Was all that could my juſt ambition raiſe, 

Why has my heart this fond engagement known? 
Or why has heav*n diflolv'd the tie fo ſoon ? 
Why was the charming youth ſo form'd to move? 
Or why was all my foul fo run'd for love? 
But virtue here a vain defence had made, 
Where fo much worth and eloquence could plead. 
For he could talk——"twas ecſtaſy to hear, 
Twas joy, *twas harmony to ev'ry ear; 
Eternal muſic dwelt upon his tongue, 
Soft and tranſporting as the muſes ſong : 
Lifning to him, my cares were charm'd to reft, 
And love and fileat rapture fill d my breaſt ; 
Unheeded the gay moments took their flight, 
And time was only meaſur'd by delight. 
I hear the loy'd, the melting acceats till, 
And ſtill the Kind, the tender tranſport feel: 
Again I ſee the ſprightly paſſions riſe, 
And life and pleaſure ſparkle in his eye 
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My fancy paints him now with ev'ry grace, - 

But, ah! the dear deluſion mocks my fond enibiiesz 
The ſmiling viſion takes its hafty flight; 

And ſcenes of horror ſwim before my fight. © 

Grief and deſpair, in all their terrors riſe, 

A dying lover pale and gaſping ties. 

Each diſmal circumſtance appears in view, 

The fatal object is for ever new. 

His anguiſh, with the quickeſt ſenſe 1 feel, 

And hear this ſad, this moving language till: 

My dearctt wife! my laſt, my fondeſt care! 7 
Sure heavm for thee will hear a dying pray'ra 
Be thou the charge of ſacred providence, 

When 1 am gone, be that thy kind defence; 

Ten thouſand ſmiling» blefings crown thy head, 
When 1 am. cold, and number'd with the dead. 
Think on thy vowy, be to my mem'ry juſt, 

My future fame and honour are thy cruſt, 
From all engagements here I now am free, 

But that which keeps my ling ring ſoul with thee. 
How much I love, thy bleeding heart can tell, 
Which does, like mine, the pangs of parting feel: 
But haſte to meet me on thoſe happy plains, 

Where mighty love in endleſs triumph reigns. 

He cen then gently yielded pp his breath, 
And fell a blooming ſacrifice to death: 

But, oh ! what worde, what gumbers can expreſs, 
What thought conceive the height of my diftreſs? 
Why did they tear me from thy breathleſs clay? 

I bond have ſtaid, and wept my life away. 

Yet, gentle ſhade, whether thou now daſt rave 
Through ſame bleſt vale, or ever-vergank grove ; 
One moment liſten to my grief, and take a 
The ſufteſt vows that conſtant love can make. 

For thee all thoughts of. pleaſure I forego, . 
For thee my tears ſhall. never ceaſe. to o 
For thee at once I from the world retire, 


To feed, in ſilent ſhades, a hopdieſarfize. 
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My boſoc all thy image ſhall retaiaj, 
The full impreffion there ſhall ſtill remain. 
As thou haſt taught my conſtant heart to prove | 
The nobleſt height and elegance of love; 
That ſacred Ito thee confine, 
My ſpotleſs faith ſhall be for ever thine. _ 


On the Annivaſary Return of the Day on which 
Mr. Rowe died. 
NHAPPY day! with what a diſmal light 
Doſi thou appear to my afflicted fight? 
Ja vain the cheerful fpring returns with thee, 
There is no future cheerful fpring for me. 

While my Alexis withers in the tomb, 

Untimely cropt, nor ſees a ſecond bloom, 

The faireſt ſeaſon of the changing year, 

A wild and wiat'ry aſpect ſeems to wear; 

The flow*rs no more their former beauty boaſt, 
Their painted hue; and. fragrant ſcents are loſt; 
The joyous birds their harmony prolong, 

But, oh! I find no muſic in their fong. 

Ye moſly cayes, ye groves, and ſilver ſtreams, 
(The muſes' lov d retreats, and gentle themes) 
Ye verdant fields, ne more your landſcapes pleafe, 
Nor give my ſoul one interval of caſe; 
Tranquillity and pleaſure fly your ſhades, 

And reſtleſt care your ſolitude invades, 

Nor the ſtill ev*ning, nor the roſy dawn, 

Nor moon-light glimm Hing o'er the dewy lawn, 

Nor ftars, nor ſan, my gloomy fancy cheer, 

But beav'n and earth a diſmal proſpect wear: 

That hour, that ſnatch'd Alexis from my arms, 

Rent from the face of nature all its charms. 
Unhappy day! be facred ftill to grief, 

A grief too obſtinate for all relief; 

On thee my face ſhall never wear a ſmile, 

No joy oa thee ſhall e'er my heart beguile, 
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Why does thy light again my eyes moteſt? +» 

Why am I not with thee, dear youth, at reſt? 

When ſhall I, firetch'd upon my duſty bed, | 
Forget the toils of life, and mingle witch the dead? 


— ͤ — — 


THE RESIGNATION. 


* done! the darling idol I refi 
Unit to ſhare a heart ſo juſtly tine; 
Nor can the heavenly call nnwelcome be, 
That ſtill invites my foul more near to thee; 
Thou doſt but take the dying lamps away, 
To bleſs me with thy own unmingled day. 
Ye ſhades, ye phantoms, and ye dreams, adien ! 
With ſmiles I now your parting glories view. 
I ſee the hand, I worſhip, I dere, 
And juſtify the great diſpoſing pow'r. 
Divine advantage! O immortal gain! | 
Why ſhould my fond 3 heart complain? 
Whate'er of beauty u. round | 
The ſun ſurveys, in thee u orighter found; 
Whate'er the ſkies, in all their ſplendid coft, 
Their beamy pride, and majeſty can boaſt; 
Whate'er the reſtleſs mind of mani deſi res; 
Whate'er an angel's vaſter thought admires; | 
Ia thee 'tis found in its unchanging height, 
Thou firſt great ſpring of heauty and delight! 
What have I loſt of excelleat, or fair, 
Of Kind, or good, that thou canſt not repair? 
What have I loſt of truth or amity, 
But what deriv d its gentle fource from thee? 
What is there here of excellence, or grace, 
Which one bright ſmile from thee would not eſſuce 
At one kind look, one ſparkling glance of thine, 
Created pride muſt }anguiſh and decline. 

Tu done, at laſt, the great deciding part! 
The world's ſubdud, and thou haſt all wy heart; 


8 
It pants for joy which that can ne'er beſtow, 
And ſpreads itſelf too wide for all below ; 
It leaves the vaſt creation far behind, : 
And preſſes forward, free and unconfin d. 
I ſee a boundlefs proſpect ſtill before, * | 
And dote upon my former Joys tio more ; 
Celeſtial paſhogs Kindle in my ſoul, 


And ev'ry low, ingltorions thought controul. | / 
O come! ye ſacred guſts, ye pure delights, — 
Ye heav'uly ſonnds, ye intellectual fights ; 
Ye gales of paradiſe, that lull to reſt, | — 
And fill with ſilent calms the, peaceful breaſt ; — 
With you, tranſporting hopes that boldly riſe, 1 
And ſwell, in bliſsful torrents, to the ſkies ; H 
That ſoar with angels on their ſplendid wings, — 
And ſearch the arcana oi celeſtial things. 
Here let me dwelh and bid the world adieu, 7 
And ſtill coaverſe, ye glorious ſcenes, with you. T 
Keep far away, for aver far from hence, o 
Ye gaudy ſhews, and flattring ſnares of — T 
Ye gay varieties on earths adieu! T1 
However ſoft and peaſng to the view. W 
And all ye dazzling wonders of the (ies, - T 
Ev'n you my now-aſpiring thoughts deſpiſe z „ 1 
No more your blandiſhments my heart detain, 
Beauty and pleaſure-make their court in vain; Te 
Odjects divine, and infinite in view, 1 3 
Seize all my pow'rs, ye fading toys, from you. * 
Tis finiſh'd now, the great deciding part! 1. 
The world's ſubdn d, and thou haſt all ny heart; . * 
Ik triumphs in the hang, it fixes bere, 1 
- Nor needs/ayether ſeparatjon fear. * O' 
| No fatal chance abrough endleſs years ſhall riſes 7 4 Ts 
| The ſeries of my pleaſures to ſurpriſe; - W511 Al 
| No various ſcanes to come, no change of place, 4 Th 
| . Shall Cer thy image Rom my ſoul eface; 3 W. 
; Nor life, nor death, nor diſtant height above, - * 1 


| Nor depihs belows ſhall part me from thy love. 


* 
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AN EPISTLE FROM 'ALEXIAS; 
A Noble Roman, to his Wife, 


Whom he left on his Wedding- Day, with a De/ign to 
viſit the Eaftern Churches. l 


LL health to thee; ſtill dearer than my life, 
My lovely miftreſs, and more charming wife! 
Warn'd by a heav'nly viſion, from thy dea, 
And tender arms, yet unenjoy'd, I fled. 
Haſte, cries the ſhining form, without pretenoe, | 
Afoniſh'd man, tis heav'n commands thee hence; 5 
The mighty meſſage leaves thee no defence, 
Haſte, and the reſt to providence reſign, 
This deed ſhall in immortal legends ſhine. 
Mute with ſurpriſe, I took my ſudden flight,” 


| Aſiiied by the covert of the aight- 


Of thoſe lov'd regions I muſt view no more; 

The winds to ſes the deſſin'd veſſel bore. 

The deep, and all ita ſtormy dangers paſt, - 

We reach the happy -Afian coaſts at laſt : - 

To all the Chriſtian churches there as ſent, - 

With pious zeal to viſit them I went. | 
Another heav'nly charge conſlraius me then 

To quit the dear ſociety of men; 

In ſome remote and humble hermitage, 

Far from the world to ſpend my blooming age. 

Now thro? uncouth and pathleſs woods I firay, a 


The friendly pow'r conducts me to the ſhore | 4 


Frequented only by the beaſts of prey, 
Who trembling haſte at my approach away. 
Oer Lybia's ſcorching ſands, or >cythian ſnows, . 
Undaunted, innocence and virtue goes. 
All night, unguarded, in the woods I lie, 
The ſtars my lamps, the clonds my canopy, 
With wholeſome fruits my hunger I ſuffice, 
My thirſt a beauteous filver ſpring ſupplies. 
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To heaven alone in this retreat I live, 

And all my hours to ſtrict devotion give; 

Deep contemplation, ſacred hymns, and pray'r, 

In ſolemn turns, my conſtant leiſure ſhare, 
Sometimes, my ſinking forces to renew, 

The ſcenes of everlaſting pain I view, c 

The dreadful fate to curſt apoſtates due : 

My ſhudd”ring fancy ſeeks the ſhades below, 


* The realms of death, and diſmal ſeats of woe; 


I trace the burning banks, the ſulph*rous ſtreams, 
And tremble at the never-dying flames, 
A nobler view my virtue now excites, 
And pleaſure's charming name my ſoul invites; 
The boundleſs joys, the crown, the vaſt reward, 
In heav*n for ſiedfaſt piety prepar'd. 
My tow'ring thoughts in raptur'd ſallies rove, 
Through all the wide reſplendent worlds above ; 
I view the inmoſt glories of the ſkies, 
And paradiſe lies open to my eyes; 
Whole floods of joy come pouring on my ſoul, 
And high the flowing tidey of pleaſure roll. 
Theſe bliſsfal proſpects urge my virtue on, 
No toil too great for an immortal crown ! 
No path that leads to happineſs is hard, 
Short the fatigue, eternal the reward! 
The courſe of ſome few fleeting minutes o'er, 
And I ſhall gain the long expected ſhore ; 
And from theſe dark tempeſtuous coaſts remove 
To the calm ſkies, and peaceful climes above. 
With tranſport there, with tranſport all divine, 
My lov'd Emilia, ſhall my ſoul meet thine : 
To endleſs years our raptures we'll improve, 


And ſpend a whole eternity in love. 
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THE PETITION. 


a faireſt offspring of immortal love, 

That revel in the fragrant bow'rs above, 
The brighteſt products of your Maker's ſkill, 

In viſions to the gentle maid reveal 

Your glowing beauties, your celeftial charms, 
And free her breaſt from all the wild alarms, 
The fatal ſallies of an earthly flame; 

Let heav'n alone the reigning paſſion claim, 

At once unfold the ſparkling ſcenes of joy, 

The raptures which your happy hours employ; 
While crown'd with mirth, with love and ſacred ſong, 
Eternal years unclouded dance along. 

Deſcribe the glittering natives of the ſkies, 
Their roſy bloom, ſoft ſmiles, and radiant eyes; 
With all your ſkill the favour'd nymph altare, 
And from the arts of mortal race ſecure : 

Be ſhe your conſtant, your propitious care! 

O grant my wiſh, and hear the friendly pray'r! 


— —_s 
REVELATION, 


- CHAP, XVI. 


LREADY from before the ſacred throne 
The ſev'n avenging miniſters are gone; 
Charg'd with the laſt great plagues behold they ſand, 
With each hls various miſchief in his hand: 
Sev'n trumpets give the ſign, at ev'ry call, 
In order they the wrathful dregs let fall. 

A prelude ſounds : The firſt his vial pours 
Amidſt the air, enſu'd by ſulph*ruus ſhowrs ; 
While from their caves portentous tempeſts riſe, 
And pitchy clouds obſcure the angry ſkies. 

They ſound again ; the ocean's briny flood 
The ſecond vial turns to ſtreaming blood: 
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Again; and lo! a burning comet takes 
Its downward way, and drinks the freſher lakes; 


The lakes, the ſwelling ſprings, and running ſtreams, 


Are all a prey to its malignant beams. 
His ſignal now the fourth great angel takes, 
And o'er the ſun a livid venom ſhakes ; 
The beauteous orb a bloody tincture wears, 
And with a fierce malignant horror glares : 
The filver moon reſigns her trembling ray, 
While all the faint noctur nal lights decay. 
Another echoing clangor ſhakes the ſky 
And open wide the infernal portals fly, 
Revealing all the diſmal realms below, 
The dens of night, and ſeats of endleſs woe; 
Aſcending ſmokes pollute the ſickly air, 
While ruddy flames amidft the darkneſs glare. 
Now the ſixth trumpet's direful ſounds ſucceed ; 
And from their adamantine fetters freed, 
The raging heads from long confinement come, 
With monſtrous ſhapes in open air to roam: 
A gloomy hoſt! in terrible array 
They march along ; pale horror leads the way, 
And in its ghaſtlieſt form before them walks; 
Behind them empty de ſolation ſtalks. 
The ſev'ath ſhrill trumpet utters now its voice, 
Thro' earth and hell reſounds the dreadful noiſe ; 

'« Ariſe, ye dead, ariſe to judgment! come, 
And take, according to your works, your doom !* 
Th extended ſkies are rent from pole to pole, 

The light'nings flaſh, the final thunders roll, 
The graves divide, the ſtartled dead awake, 
And hov'ring ſouls their former manſions take, 
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THE 


TRANSLATION OF ELIJAH, 


IS lecture to the ſad young prophets done, 
And laſt adieus, the rev*rend ſeer goes on, 

Obedient as the ſacred inftin& guides, 
And now advanc'd to Jordan's verdant ſides ; 
Elijah, with his great ſucceſſor ſtood, -. ' 
And gave a fignal to the paſſing flood ; 
1h' obſequious waters ſtay, for well they know 
What to his high authority they owe, 
While wave on wave, with fileat awe, crowds back, 
To leave a clean, and ſpacious ſandy track, 


Elijah on with his companion goes, a 


i 


Behind 'm ſoon the cryſtal ridges cloſe, 

No more revers'd the troubled current flows, 

Then forward. ſtill they went, diſcourſiug high 

Of heav*nly bliſs, and immortality, 

When from a cloud breaks (like the purple . 

By fiery ſteeds a fiery chariot drawn ; 

A glittering convoy, ſwift as that deſcends, 

And in an inftant parts the embracing friends; 

To the bright car coadutts the man of God, 

And mounts again the ſteep ethereal road, 

1 he paſſing triumph lightens all the air 

With ruddy luftre, than high noon more fair, 

And paints the clouds, than evening beams more gay, 

Through which, with wond'rous ſpeed, they cut their 
way. 

Now lofty piles of thunder, hail, and ſnow, 

Th' artillery of heav'n, they leave below; 

Below the glimm'ring moon's pale regency 

They leave, and now more free aſcend the (ky, 

Breathing again immortal air, nor here 

Reſent the preſſure of the atmoſphere. 

By holy ecſtafies, and flames intenſe, * 

Hete putg'd.from all the dregs of mortal dale; 
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With heav'oly luſtre, eminently gay, 

Eljah wond'ring does himſelf ſurvey ; 

All o'er ſurveys himſelf, and then the ſkies, 
While new ſtupendous objects meet his eyes. 
With his new being pleas d, thus, the firſt man 

As juſt to live and reaſon he began, 

On hills, and valleys, groves and fountains, gaz d; 
With ſkies and light thus raviſh'd, thus amaz d. 
But now the utmoſt firmament they cleave, 

And all the ftarry worlds behind them leave ; 
Hark, angels fing? of light appear new ſtreaks! 
Celeſtial day with gaudy ſplendor breaks! 

On heaven's rich ſolid azure now they tread, 

The bliſsful paths that to God's preſence lead ; 
While to the new inhabitant all the way 

Loud welcomes on their harps, the guardians play: 
A thouſand joyful ſpirits crowd to meet 

The glorious ſaint, and his arrival greet. 


— 
THE XXXVIIIth CHAPTER OF FOB TRANS. 
LATED. 


N thunder now the God his filence broke, 
And from a cloud this lofty language ſpoke : 


Who, and where art thou, fond, preſumptuous man! 


That by thy own weak meaſures mine would ſcan? 

Undaunted, as an equal match for me, : 

Stand forth, and anſwer my demands to thee, 
And firſt, let thy original be trac'd, 

And tell me then what mighty thing thou waſt, 

When to the world my potent word gave birth, 

And fix'd the centre of the floating earth? 

Didft thou aſſiſt with one deſigning thought, 

Or my ideas rectiſy in ought, c 

When from confufion I this order brought? 

When like an artiſt I the line fcetch'd out, 

And mark'd its wide circumference about, 
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Didſt thou contribute, Job, the needful aid, 
When I the deep and firong foundations laid, c 
And with my haad the rifing pillars laid? 
When from the perfect model of my mind, 

The vaſt and ſtately fabric was deſign'd; 

So wond'rous ſo complete in ev'ry part, 

Adorn'd with ſuch variety of art, 

The ſons of light the goodly frame ſurvey, 

As their owa ſeats magoificent and gay. 
Around the ſhining verge of heav'n they crowd, 
And from the cryſtal confines, ſhout aloud. 

For joy the morning ſtars together ſang, 

And heav'n, all o'er, with glad preludiums rang. 


Were the tumultuous floods by thee conttoul'd, 


When without bounds the foaming billows roll d? 


Didſt thou appoint them then their 00zy bed, 
And humid clouds o'er all their ſurface ſpread, 
Affixing limits to th' imperious deep, 

The limits it perpetually ſhall keep; 


Though mounting high, the angry ſurges roar, 


And daſh themſelves, with rage, againſt the ſhore? 
When didſt thou ſummon up the ling'ring day, 
And haſte the lovely bluſhing mora away? 
Swift as my flaming meſſengers above, 
Its gaudy wings at my direction move. 
Haſt thou ſurvey'd the ocean' dark abodes, 
The ſteep deſcents, the vaults, and craggy roads, 


Thro' which hollow rumour ruſh the nether floods 


Or haſt thou meaſur'd the prodigious ſtore 
Of waves, that in thoſe ghaſtly caverns roar ? 
Or haſt thou, Job, the fatal valley trac'd, 


And through the realms of death undaunted paſs'd ; 


Where the pale king a ruſty ſceptre wields, 
And reigns a tyrant o'er the duſky fields? 
Doſt thou the pure immortal fountain know, 


From whence thoſe num'rous ſtreams of glory flow, 
Which feed the radiant lamps that in the ether glow?! 


Or from what caves the ſullen ſhadows riſe 
When, like a deluge, night involves the ſkies ? 
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How does the fun his morning beams diſplay 
Through golden clouds, and ſpread the ſudden day; 
When breaki:g from the eaf, all freſh and fair, 


He daaces through the glitt'ring tields of air? J 

At h s approach all nature looks more gay, | 

;Thro' ev'ry grove refreſhing breezes play, c T 
And ver the ſtreams, and o'er the meadows, ſtray. 

Don thou the clouds amidſt the air ſuſtain, | B 
And melt the floati:ig rivers down in rain; 

When-over-charg'd, the yielding atmoſphere, H 

No longer now the wa.'ry load cau bear? | | 

On gloomy wings the ſoundiag tempeſt flies, 

And heavy thu dets roll along the ſkies; 

Arouad the airy vault fierce lightnings play, E 


And burn themſelves, thro” ſolid clouds, away: 

With water, who the w.ldernefs ſupplies? ; 

Aud tell me whence the m:daight dews ariſet T 

Or from what cold aud petrifying womb 

The e and nipping hoary froſt does come? 

What i-cret pow'rs its fluid parts cement, 

Congeal, aud harden the ſoft element: 

All ſtid, and mot.onleſs the frozen deep, 

No curling wiuds ics ſhining ſurface ſweep, 
Canſt thou the cheering influences ſtay 

Of thoſe mild ftars which deck the ſpring ſo gay? 

Or looſe the ſullen planet's icy bands, T 

Which froſts, and rough tempeſtuous winds commands? 

Canſt thou bring out fair Maz'roth*s ſultry beam ? 11 

Or guide, thro” heav*n's blue tracks, the ſtarry team: 

Do all the ſhining, vaſt machines above, f 

By thy contrivauce, in ſuch order move, 1 

If fo——fill t y diviaity to prove, 

Set open now the flood-gates of the ſky, * T 

Aud call a mighty deluge from on high; 

Kindle prodigious light'nings, and command 1 

The burning flaſhes with a daring had 

Ill then confeſs thou haſt an arm like me; N 

And that thy own right-hand can ſuecour thee, 
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HE * armies of the ſky, _ 4; m__ 
T To thee, O mighty King! © C 18 


Triumphant anthems conſecrate, 
And hallelujahs ſing. 


But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee; 

How diſtant then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be! 


Vet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
When to my raviſh'd ſenſe 
, Each creature in its various ways 
Diſplays thy excellence ? 


The active lights that ſhine above, 
Ja their eternal dance, 

Reveal their ſkilful Maker's praiſe 
With filent elegance. 


The bluſhes of the morn confeſs 
That thou art much more fair; 
When in the eaſt its beams revive 
- To gild the fields of air. 


The fragrant, the refreſhing breath 
2 Of ev'ry flow'ry bloom, 

In balmy whiſpers owns from thee 
Its pleaſing odours come. 


The ſinging birds, the warbling winds, 
And waters murm'ring fall, 

To praiſe the firſt almighty cauſe, 
With diff*reat voices call. 


Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 
And ſhall I filent be? 
No, rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Thaa ceaſe from praiſing thee, 
Fs 
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HYMN II. 


2 the high celeſtial ſtrain, 

My raviſh'd ſoul, and fing 

A ſoiemn hymn of grateful praiſe, 
10 heaven's almighty king. 


Ye purling fountains, as ye roll 
Your 6lver waves along, 

Whiſper to all the verdant ſhores 
The ſubject of my ſoag. 


Retain it long, you echoing rocks, 
1 he ſacred ſound retain, 


And from your hollow winding caves 
Return it oft again 


Bear it, ye winds, on all your wings 
10 diſtant climes away, 
And round the wide-extended world 


My lofty theme convey, 


Take the glad burden of his name, 
Ye clouds, as you ariſe, 

Whether to deck the golden morn 
Or ſhade the ev'ning ſkies, 


Let harmleſs thunders roll along 
The ſmocth ethereal plain, 

And anſwer from the eryſtal vault 
Toev'ry flying ſtrain. 


Long let it warble round the ſpheres 
And echo thro” the ſky. 

Till angels with immortal ſkill 
Improve the harmony. 


While I with ſacred rapture fir'd 
The bleſt Creator fing, 

And warble conſecrated lays 
To heaven's almighty king. 


> 
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HYMN III. 
OU didſt, O mighty God, exiſt 


Ere time begun is race, 
Before the ample elements 
Fill'd up the voids of ſpace. 


Before the pond'rous earthly globe 
In fluid air was ftay'd, 

Before the ocean's mighty ſprings 
Their liquid ftores diſplay'd : 


Ere thro? the gloom of ancient nighe 
The ſtreaks of light appear'd ; 
Before the high celeſtial arch, 
On ſtarry poles were rear'd: 


Before the loud melodious ſpheres 
Their tuneful round begun, 

Before the ſhining roads of heav'n 
Were meaſur'd by the ſon: 


Ere throꝰ the empyrean courts 
One hallelujah rung, 

Or to their harps the ſons of light 
Extatic anthems ſang : 


Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 
Or prais'd thy wond'rous name, 
Thy bliſs (O ſacred ſpring of lite !). 

And glory was the ſame. 


And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ru:n break, 

And all this vaſt aad goodly frame 
Sinks in the mighty wreck ; 


When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, 


The aſtoniſh'd ſun roll back, 
While all the trembling ſtarry lamps 
Their ancient courſe forſakes 
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For ever permanent and fix'd, 
From agitation free, 

Unchang'd in everlaſting years 
Shall thy exiſtence be. 


— — 
HYMN IV. 


thee, my God, I hourly ſigh, 
But not for golden ſtores; 
Not covet I the brighteſt gems 
On the rich eaſtern ſhores, 


Nor that deluding empty joy 
Men call a mighty name; 

Nor greatneſs in its gayeſt pride, 
My reſtleſs thoughts inflame. 


Nor pleafure”s ſoft enticing charms 
My fond defires allure : 

For greater things than theſe from thee 
My wiſhes would ſecure. 


Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting ſmiles 
That brighten heav'n above, 

The boundleſs riches of thy grace, 
And treaſures of thy love. 


Theſe are the mighty things I crave ; 
O! make theſe bleſſings mine, 

And I the glories of the world 
Comedy reſign. 


A 
„ 
N vain the duſky night retires 
And ſullen ſhadows fly: 


In vain the morn with purple light 
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In vain the gaudy riſing ſun 
The wide horizon gilds, 
Comes glitt'ring o'er the filver fireams, 
And cheers the dewy fields. | 


In vain, diſpenſing vernal ſweets, 
The morning breezes play: 

In vain the birds with cheerful ſongs 
Salute the new-born day; 


In vain! unleſs my Saviour's face 
' Theſe gloomy clouds controul, 
And diffipate the ſullen ſhades 

That preſs my drooping ſoul. 


O! viſit then thy ſervant, Lord, 

With favour from on high 

Ariſe, my bright, immortal ſun! 
And all theſe ſhades will die. 


When, when ſhall I behold thy face, 
All radiant and ſerene, 

Without theſe envious duſky clouds 
That make a veil between? 


When ſhall that long expected day 
Of ſacred viſion be, 

When my impatient ſoul ſhall make 
A near approach to thee? 


HYMN ON THE SACRAMENT. 
ND art thou mine, my deareſt Lord? 
Then I have all, nor fly ' 


The boldeſt wiſhes I can form 
Unto a pitch more high. - 


Yes, thou art mine, the contract ſeal'd 
With thine own precious blood; 
And ev'n almighty power's engag'd 
Ta ſee it all made good. 


| 
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My fears diſſolve: for oh! what more 
Could ſtudious bounty do? 

What further mighty proofs are left 
Unbounded love to ſhew? 


My faith's confirm'd, nor would I quit 
My title to thy love, 

For all the valu'd things below, 
Or ſhiniag things above, 


Nor at the proſp'rous ſinner's ſtate 
Do I at all repine ; 

No, let 'em parcel out the earth, 
When heav'n and thou art mine. 


HYMN. 


Whom have I in heaven but thee, Sc. Pſalm IxXiii, 25. 


HE calls of glory, beauty's ſmiles, 
And charms of harmony, 
Are all but dull infipid things, 
Compar'd, my God, with thee, 


Without thy love | nothing crave, 
And nothing can enjoy ; 

The profier'd world 1 ſhould neglect, 
As an unenvied toy. 


The ſun, the num'rous ſtars, and all 
The wonders of the ſkies, 

If to be purchas'd with thy ſmiles, 
Thou know'ſt I would deſpiſe. 


What were the earth, the ſun, the ſtars, 


Or heav'n itſelf, to me, 
My life, my everlaſting bliſs! 
If not ſecur'd of thee ? 
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Celeſtial bow*rs, ſeraphic ſongs, 
And fields of endlefs light, 
Wovld all unentertaining prove, 
Without thy bliſsful ſight. 


- 1  SERAPHIC LOVE. 


12 beauty's vaſt abyſs, abſtract of all 

My thoughts can lovely, great, or ſplendid call; 
To thee in heav'nly flames, and pure defires, 

My raviſh'd ſoul impatiently aſpires. 125 

With admiration, praiſe, and endleſs love, 

Thou fills the wide reſplendent worlds above; | 
And none can rival, or with thee compare, | 
Of all the bright intelligences there. ' 


What vapours then, what ſhort-liv'd glories be 

The faireft idols of our ſenſe to thee? | 
Before the ſtreaming ſplendour of thine eye, | 
The languid beauties fall away, and die. 


Farewel, then, all ye flat delights of ſenſe! 
I'm charm'd with a ſublimer excellence, 
To whom all mortal beauty's but a ray, 
A ſcatter'd drop of his o'erflowing day. 


How ſtrongly thou, my panting heart, doſt move 
With all the holy ecſtaſfies of love | 
In theſe ſweet flames let me expire, and ſee 
Unveil'd the brightneſs of thy deity. 


Oh! let me die, for there's no earthly bliſs 

My thoughts can ever reliſh after this ; 

No, deareft Lord, there's nothing here below, 
Without thy ſmiles, to pleaſe, or ſatisfy me now. 


| 
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The Beginning of the Fourth Book of Tafſo's He 


Tran/lated. 


UT while to bring about their great intent, \ 
The Chriſtian army all their vigour beut ; 
The potent enemy of human kind, 
Revolv'd their happy progreſs in his mind. 
His baleful eyes with helliſh envy glare, 
Half-ſfiifled murmurs ſhow his inward care, ö 
And hollow groans betray his deep deſpair : 
Witch ſuch a-heavy, hoarfe, and bellowing ſound, 
Wild bulls, when ftung with griet, they trace the 
roun 

Fill all the groves, and all the valleys round, 
Collecting all the rage within his breaſt, 
For means the active Chriſtians to moleſt. 
Fool! to believe with any force or ſkill, 
T” oppoſe the methods of the eternal will; 
And thoſe avenging thunders to awake, 
That plung'd him headlong down the flaming lake, 
Regardleſs of that memorable day, 
He ſummons now the ſtates of hell away. 
Thro? all the climes of endleſs darkneſs round, 
The jarring calls of the hoarſe trumpet ſound ; 
Trembled the wide infernal caves again, 
And long the murm'ring air retain'd the ſullen train. 
Not half ſo dreadful in a ſtormy wreck, 
From louring clouds the noiſy thunders break ; 
Nor vapours cloſe impriſon'd in the earth, 
With ſuch wild rumour give themſelves a birth. 
In various troops, the gloomy deities 
Together came, that ſhare the vaſt abyſs ; 
Unnumber'd forms, and monſtrous all appear, 
And deadly terror in their looks they wear ; 
With horrid ſnaky treſſes ſome were crown'd, 
Some ſtamp'd with brutal hoofs the burning ground; 
Others more curſt a human viſage find, 
But ſcaly ſerpents end below, and wind c 
In circling folds prodigious lengths behind: 
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And many a lewd, deteſted Harpy there, 
Centaurs, and Sphinx's hideous forms appear: 
Hydra, and Python, hiſfing thro* the gloom, 
With Gorgar here, aud barking Scylla, come: 
Giants and ghaſtly ſhapes that want a name, 
And fierce Chimera ſpitting angry flame; 
And many a fiend and frightful monſter more, 
With wild confuſion crowd the lofty door. 
Great Lucifer, the regal ſear commands, 
Shaking a ruſty ſceptre in his hands: 
Nor A/ ine hill, nor ſome exalted rock, 
That proudly ſtands the raging ocean's ſhock, 
Nor half ſo tall the Aflamtic mount appears; 
So vaſt his bulk, ſo high his tow'ring front he rears, 
A horrid majeſty furrounds his face, 
Its terror, pride, and growing rage increaſe. 
His redd*ning eyes like fatal comets glare, 
And ſhoet malignant venom thro” the air: 
Beneath his breaſt deſcends a loathſome beard, 
His mouth a deep polluted gulf appear'd; 
Whence iſſue ſulphur, ſmoke, and pois'nous ſteams, 
With mutt'ring thunder, and deſtructive flames. 
He ſpake ; all hell aſtoniſh'd at the noiſe 
Stood mute, grim Cerberus reſtrains his voice; 
Cocytus ops, the faakes to hiſs forbear, 
While thro? the founding deep theſe dreadful words » we 
hear : 

Infernal Gods, worthy the thrones of light, 
And monarchies of heav'n. your native right, 
Whom from the realms of bliſs, your ancient lot, 
The juſt, the glorious cauſe for which we fought, : 
W'th me to this opprobrious dungeon brought. 
Other ſucceſs, ev'n he that rules the ſkies, 
Expected from our noble enterprize : 
But unmoleſted now he reigns above, 
And us from thence as conquer'd rebels drove. 
From a ſerene, and everlaſting day, 
From fiaxs, and from the ſug's delightſome ray; 
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To ſhades, and endleis horrors we retire, MT. 
Nor dare again to thoſe gay climes aſpire. | dhe? 
But I the effects of all his wrath diſdain, a» . 
Till one curſt thought exaſperates my pain; g 


That racking thought I never can ſuſtain: 

I could with joy in heav'n refign my place, 

But rage to ſee it fill'd with man's degenꝰrate race; 
To ſee vile duſt exalted to ſupply . 

Our once illuſtrious ſtations in the ſky ; 

And what diſtracts me more 

As all too little to our mighty foe 

Appear'd, that he for worthleſs man could doz 

The ruin'd wretches forfeiture to pay, 

He gave to death his darling ſon a prey ; 

Victorious o'er the meagre king, in ſtate 

He proudly enters the infernal gate ; 

Within my gloomy- confines dar'd to tread, 

And here · in ſcorn his ſhining banners ſpread, 
Millions of captive ſonla, our deſtin'd prey, 

He led triumphant from the ſhades away: 

And, what my diſcontent and pain renews, 

The ancient enterprize he till purſues ; 

And while we idly here conſume the day, 

To him the Afar empire drops away, c 
And falſe Judæa ſhortly owns his ſway : 

Lond hymns in ev'ry language to his name 

They fing, and ſpread around the world his fame. 
Infcrid'd in brafs, and lafting marble, they 

His glory down to future times convey. 

To him alone devoted flames ariſe, 

And yows, and od'rous incenſe mount the ſkies, 
No blazing fire upon our altar ſhines, 
Neglected ſtaud our temples, and our ſhrines: 
No more with gifts they crowd our rich abodes, 
Nor fall before us as aſſiſting Gods. | 
Empty of human ſouls our regions grow, 

While all the roads of hell unpeopled ſhow : 
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And can we tamely ſuffer this? And reſis 
No ſpark of ancient vigour in your breaſts ? 
Have you forgot when in bright arms we ſhone, 
Engag'd with heav'n, and ſhook his lofty throne? 
Our native vigour, our immortal flame, 

And ardeat thirſt of glory, is the ſame, 

But why, you dear companions of my woe, 

In pleaſing miſchief are you grown ſo flow? 

Loſt here in ſloth and darkneſs we remain, 
While new allies the proſp'rous Chriſtians gain: 
Haſte, then, with all the rage of hell aflail 

Our dreaded foes, by arts or force prevail; 

In all their ſolemn councils raiſe diſſent, 
Ungrouaded jealoufies, and diſcontent : 

Let ſome the ſlaves of ſhameful paſſions prove, 
Plung'd in the ſoft, licentious joys of love; 

And others treacherouſly the cauſe decline, 
Confound their army, fink the curſt deſign. 


— 
ON THE CREATION. 


OR yet the crude materials of the earth, 

Were form'd; nor time, nor motion yet had birth; 
Nor yet one folitary ſpark of light 

Glar'd thro? the duſky ſhades of ancient night; 

Nor on the barren waſtes of endleſs ſpace, 

As yet were circumſcrib'd the bounds of place: 

When at the Almighty's word, from nothing ſprings . 
The firſt confusd original of things. 

Whatever now the heav'ns wide arms embrace, : 


Together then lay blended in a maſs j 

The dull, the active, the refin'd, and baſe, 

The cold, the hot, the temp'rate, moiſt and dry, 
All mingled in profound diſorder lie; 


| 
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In one prodigious undiſtinguiſh'd heap, 
The extremeſt contraries of nature ſleep: | 
Nor yet the ſprightly ſeeds of fire aſcend, | r 
Nor dowawards yet the pond'rous atoms tend. 
A monſtrous face the new creation wears, 
And void of order, form, and light, appears ; 
Till the Almighty fat, once again 
Pronounc'd, did motion to each part ordain, 
Awoke tne reader principles of life, 
And urg'd the glowing elemental ftrife. 
And now confufions infinite ariſe, 
From nature's moſt remote antipathies : 
But while againſt their furious oppoſites, 
Each hoſtile atom all its force unites, , 
Their own lov'd ſpecies, thro' the formleſs maſs, 
With am'rous zeal officiouſly they trace, : 
And join, and mingle ia a ftrit embrace. 
1 he lively ſhining particles of light, | 
On dazzling wings attempt their nimble flight. 
The fine tranſpareat air, with mighty force, 
Thro' fix'd and fluid, upward takes its courſe, 
The groſler ſeeds with heavy motion preſs, 
And meeting in the midſt, the central parts poſſeſs ; 
While the uvited waves, without controul, 
About the ſlim ſurface proudly roll, 
Till an imperial word their force divides, 
And lo] the deep by ſmooth degrees ſubſides ; 
And lo! the rifiag ſtately mountains leave 
Their oozy beds! aud lo! the valleys — 5 
The congregated waters to receive: 
And dowa the figking billows calmly go; | 
Part to the ſubterranean caves below, C 
And part around the hills in eireling currents flow; 
And now the ſlimy, ſoft, fermented earth, 
Prepar'd to give her various ſpecies birth, 
Obedient to the voice, produces all 
Her boundleſs ſtores at her Creator's call. 
A ſuddea ſpring at his command aroſe, 
Aud various plants their verdant tops diſcloſe ; 
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Which leaves and bloſſoms inſtantly diſplay, 
And every branch with tempting fruit looks gay. 
When he again, whoſe active werd fulnll'd 
Exactly all the mighty things he will'd, 
Commands, and ftrait the heav'aly arches riſe, 
And kindling glories brighten all the ſkies. 
A ſudden day with gaudy luftre gilds 
The expanded air, the new-made ſtreams and fields; 
Ten thouſand ſpt ightly dazzling lights advance, 
And trembling rays in the wide ether dance: 
The ſua, beyond them all immenſe and gay, 
Aſſumes. the bright dominion of the day; 
And whirling up the ſkies with rapid force, 
Along the rad. ant zone begins his deſtin d courſe. 
And now another efficacious word, 
The air, and earth, and wat'ry region ftor'd : 
The num'rous vehicles for breath prepar'd, 
The mighty ſummons of their Maker heard; 
And from the boſom of their native clay 
Sprang into life, and caught the vital ray. 
Millions of footed creatures range the woods, 
Millions with fins divide the cryſtal floods; 
Millions beſides, with wanton liberty, 
On painted wings, riſe finging to the ſky, 
But laſt of all. two of a nobler kind, f 


The teeming ground to riſing groves give way, 5 | 


After the brighteſt model in his mind, 

Wit) care the great Artificer defign'd: 
Beyond his other works, complete and fair, 
He form'd with ev'ry grace the lovely pair, 
Adorn'd with beauty, crown'd with dignity, 
Immortal, god-like, rational, and free: 
Serene impreſſions of a ſtamp divine, 

Upon their matchleſs faces clearly ſhine : 

In deep ſuſpence, and at themſelves amaz'd, 
With curious eyes they on each other gaz d: 
Themſelves, and all the fair creation round 
Survey, and ftill freſh cauſe of wonder found, 


2 & " 
_ 
— --—— — —— —ñ—ñ——ͤ — — — — — 


ST = 


For now, in their primzval luſtre gay, 
The earth and heav*ns their utmoſt pride diſplay. 
The blazing ſun from his meridian height, 


Thro' an unclouded ſky darts round his flaming night. 


The fields, the floods, and all the enlighten'd air, 
In open day look raviſhingly fair. 

The bright carnation, and the fragrant roſe, 
Their beauties freſh with heav'nly dew diſcloſe. 
The noble amaranths ſhew their purple dye, 
Splendid, as that which paints the morning ſky. 
Ten thouſand od'rous flow'rs of various hue, 

Ja ev'ry ſhade and plain ſpontaneous grew; 

And down the ſmooth deſcent of verdant hills, 
From marbie fountains guſh a thouſand rills: 

| Thro' many a pleaſant ſhade they murm'ring go, 3 

And mingle with the larger ſtreams below, c 
Which thro? the flow'ry valleys ſoftly flow; 

And all along their lovely ſpacious banks, 
Immortal trees are plac'd in equal ranks, 

Whoſe charming ſhades might God himſelf delight, 
And angels from their heav'nly bow'rs invite. 

Here gentle breezes, from their fragrant wings, 
Shed all the odours of a thouſand ſprings : 
Harmonious birds among the branches ſing, 

And all the groves with cheerful echoes ring. 

Hail! mighty Maker of the univerſe ! 

My ſong ſhall ſtill thy glorious deeds rehearſe ; 

Thy praiſe, whatever ſubject others chuſe, 

Shall be the lofty theme of my aſpiring muſe, 


IN PRAISE OF MEMORY. 


Inſcrib'd to the Honourable the Lady Worſely. 


BE 5T gift that heav'o's indulgence cou'd beſtow ! 
To thee our ſureſt happineſs we owe: 

Thou all the flying pleaſures doſt reſlore. F 
Which, but for thee, bleſt Mem'ry, were ho more: 


- 


(9g J 

For we no ſooner graſp ſome frail delight, 
But ready for its everlaſting flight, 

E'er we can call the haſty bliſs our own, 
If not-retain'd by thee, it is for ever gone. 

Thou to the fond ſucceſsful lover's heart 
A thouſand melting raptures doſt impart ; 
When, yet more lovely than herſelf, and kind, 
Thou bring his fancy'd miſtreſs to his mind; 
The flatr'ring image wears a livelier grace, 

A ſofter mien, and more inticing face. 

Thou from the flying minutes doſt retrieve 
The joys, Clorinda*s wit and humour give; 
Thoſe joys that I had once poſſeſs'd in vain, 
Did not the dear remembrance ſtill remain: 
She ſpeaks, methinks, and alt my ſoul inſpires, 


Brightens each thought, and gives my muſe new 8 


'Tis ſhe that lends my daring fancy wings, 

Softens my lyre, and tunes its warbling ſtrings. 
Thou only to the guilty art ſevere, 

Who the review of their paſt actions fear; 

But to the innocent and virtnous mind, 

Art ſtill propitious, ſmiling fill, and kind. 

To thee we all thoſe charming pleaſures owe, 

The pleaſures that from gen'rous actions flow, 

And they are ftill the nobleſt we poſſeſs below. 


AN 
IMITATION 
my or A 
PASTORAL OF MRS. KILLEGREW's 


MYRTILLA. 
| Be fragrant eaſtern breezes round thee play, 
And op'ning bloſſoms ſtill adorn thy way; 
Let bubbling fountains murmur to thy ſleep, 
And Pan himſelf the while protect thy ſheep ; 
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Thy wanton herds thro' verdant paſtures ſtray; 
Paſtures like thee, all flouriſhing and gay. | 
Aud when with guiltleſs ſports the rival ſwainsy: + | 
For rural glory firive upon the plains, © | yoo EL 
Still, young Alexis, may the prize be thine, 

Aud on thy brows the faireſt gacland ſhine. 

. | ALEXIS. | 

Uafading "wreaths may*ft thou, Myrt:{la, gen, 

And deathleſs honours by thy verſe ob tan; 
May ſuch ſmooth numbers warble from thy n 
As late the Kilfut Meliborus ſung. 

MYR —No ſuch ambitious aim my mind purſues, 
"Tis love, O charming youth! inſpires my muſe; 
Could I hut pleaſe thee with my artleſs lays, 

I proudly ſhonld negleR all other praiſe; . 
Would'ſt thou be grateful, ev'ry grove, and ſtream, 
And hill, and lawn, ſhould echo with thy name; 
Each rock, each winding cavern and retreat, 

The ſoft inchanting accents ſhould repeat: 

And if my muſe immortal fame could give, 

Thy nanuſe in deathleſs. numbers ſhould ſurvive, 


ALEX domes of he, he needs no further crave, 


Who ſuch a laſting monument may have: 
But oh! his glory ne'er can be improv'd, 
Who by the bright Lycoris has been lov'd. 


MYR.—Fond yoiith, in yonder ſolitary ſhade, 
I ſaw Narciſſus with the perjur'd maid ; 
A thouſand tender things ſhe look'd, and ſaid; 
Her raviſh'd eyes upon his beauty fed ; 
With flow'rs his graceful flowing. hair ſhe dreſt, 
And ev 'ry ſmile het ſecret flame confeſt. 


ALEX.<What pas d before 1 ſaw my lovely fair, 
Deſerves not now my jealouſy of care; 
Had I at firſt the fickle beauty known, 
She had been conſtaat then, and all my own. - . 
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A 
DESCRIPTION 


OF THE 


ENCHANTED PALACE AND GARDEN” or 
a ARMIDA. 


Whither Tue Knights from the Chriftian Camps 
were come in ſearch of Rinaldo. 


+  Tracflated from 
The Beginning of the Sixteenth Book Talons genus. 


HE palace in a eireling figure roſe, \ 
Its lofty -bounds a ſylvan ſcene incloſe; \ 
Expanded there a beauteous garden lay, 
Where never-fading flow'rs their pride diſplay: 
A thouſand. D&mans kept their lodgings round, 3 
Whoſe arts with endleſs labyriaths confound + C 
Each paſſage to the fair inchanted ground. 
A hundred gates adorn the ſtately place, 
The chief of which the heroes wond'ring-paſs: 
The folding doors on golden hinges turn, 
With poliſh'd gold the radiant pillars burn 
But all the dazzling precious metal's coſt, 
Was in the rich, unvalu'd ſculpt ure loft. 
The figures which the ſpacious portals grace, 
With human motion ſeem. to leave their place; 
In ev'ry viſage, an expreſſive mind a 
Thy inimitable artiſt had defign'dy c 
And life in all their looks and geſlures ſhin'd. 
Nor ſpeech was wanting, fancy that ſupplies, 
They breathe, and ſpeak, while each confults his eyes. 
The ſtory firſt with. Herenles begins; a 
With virgins ſeated here, be tamely ſpins: 
The god«like man, whe hell's ſtrong paſlage gain d, 
And heav'n, and all its rolling, orbs ſuſtain'd, 
G 
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A ſpindle wields, and with ſoſt tales beguiles 

The flying hours; fond Love ftan.?. by and ſmiles; 

His uſeleſs club the fair Jole holds, 

The lion's rugged ſkin her tender limbs infolds. 
Remote from this, a ſea its ſurges rears, i 

Hoary with foam the azure field appears; 

Two warlike fleets advance on either ſide, 

And o'er the waves with equal terror ride: 

The flaſhes which from brandiſh'd weapons came, 

With dreadful ſplendour all the deep inflame. 

Conſpicuous far the bright Egyptian queen, 

Urging the fierce encounter on is ſeen; 

Antonius here conducts the eaftern kings, 

The mighty Romans there illuſtrious Ceſar brings. 

As when two floating iſles amidſt the main, 

Puſh'd on by winds, each others ſhock ſuſtain, 

And mountains claſh with mountains on the 

watery plain; 

With ſuch a force the hoſtile fleets engage, 

Their thund'ring chiefs oppos'd with equal rage; 

While javelins, darts, and flaming torches fly, 

And foreign ſpoils above the waters lie. 

To Ceſar now the victory inclines, 

The beauteons queen the liquid field refigns ; 

She flies, nor would the fond Antonius ſtay, 

But madly left the ſcarce decided day, C 

And threw the empire of the world away. 


Nor touch'd with fear, nor conquer'd by his foes, 


Th” unhappy man the doubtful field forgoes, 

But by his love betray'd; yet gen'rous ſhame 

And martial honour oft his thoughts reclaim : 

And now he wou'd the-fainting fight renew, 

And now the charming fugitive purſue ; 

With her inglorious to the ſhure he flies, 

And careleſs there, and loft in pleaſure, lies; 

Abandon'd looſely to her fatal charms, 

Re ſolves to ſoften fate in Cleopatra's arms. 
The champions all theſe coſtly wonders view, 

And thro” the palace now their courſe purſue ; 
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As wild Meander winds along his ſhores, 
Now ſiuks, and now his filver wave reſtores ; 
Now to the ocean runs in various ways, 
And backward now in wanton motioa plays; 
Such crooked paths, ſuch labyrinths they paſs, 
As they the dubious ftruQture's windings trace; 
And thro? th? uncertain maze they ſtill had err'd, 
But the wiſe Magus? ſcheme their paſſage clear d; 
Whence diſengag d, before their raviſh'd eyes 
The beauteous garden's pleaſant proſpect lies; 
The ſhining lakes, and moving cryſtal here, 
The flow'rs, and various plants at once appear ; 
At once a ſhady vale, and ſunny hill, 
And groves, and moſly caves the landſcape fill; 
At once itſelf the charming ſcene reveals, 
And all its wiſe contriver*s art conceals: 
Nor art does copying nature here appear, 
But ſportive nature imitating her, 
The air was mild, and calm the morning breeze, 
Which breath'd eternal verdure on the trees; 
The trees their branches proudly here diſplay, 
With full-ripe fruits, and purple bloſſoms gay; 
Beneath one ſpreading leaf, a bending twig 
Preſents the immature, and rip*ning fig : 
Depending on a loaded branch are ſeen 
The gold, the bluſhing apple, and the green: 
The lofty vines their various cluſters ſhow ; 
Ungrateful thoſe, while theſe with Vect ar flow: 
The joyful birds beneath the happy ſhade, 
In guided parts a tuneful concert made. 
The whiſp'ring winds, and waters murm'ring fall, 
With trembling cadence ſoftly anſwer'd all: 
Now ceas'd the birds, the winds and waters high, 
In warbling ſounds return the harmony ; 
But falling, now the birds reſume their part, 
Yet ſcarce this order ſeems the effect of art: 
But one with gaudy plumes, among the reft, 
And purple bill, ſuperior {kill expreſt ; 
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Now imitating human words begun, 
The ſweet, the ſhrill, the melting note her own: 
The wing'd muſicians all ſtood. mute to hear, 
The winds ſuſpend their murmurs in the airy 
And liſt'niag ftaid while ſhe. her ſoag recites, 
Which in alluring ſtrains to love invites: 
Her part pet form d, the feather'd chorus round, 
Thro? all the groves their. glad aſſent reſound. 
The penſive doves in fighs their pain reveal, 
The whiſp'riag ttees a paſſion ſeem to feel: 
T he floods, the fields, and light ſome air above 
Confeſs the flame, and gently breathe out love. 
Unconquer'd yet the ſtedfaſt knights remain, 
And all the tempting baits of vice diſdain ; 
But now retir'd beneath a pleaſant ſhade, 
The lovers at a diſtance they ſurvey'd : 
Armida ſeated on the fluw'rs they find, 
And in her lap Rinaldo head reclin'd ; 
Inſpiring love, and languiſhing her air, 
Unbound and curling to the winds her hair : 
Her careleſs robes flow- with an am”rous grace, 
And roſy bluſhes paint her lovely face. 
Fix'd on her charms he fed his wanton fires, 
And feeding till increas'd his fierce-defires; 
Plung'd in licentious pleaſures thus he lay, 
And melts his life ingloriouſly away. 
At certain times Armida to her cells 
Retires to practiſe her myſterious ſpells : 
The hour was come, ſhe fighs a ſoft adien, 
And from his arms unwillingly withdrew. 
In glitt'ring armour ruſhing from the wood, 
Before him ftrait the pious heroes ſtood. 
As the fierce ſteed, for juſts and battle bred, 
Now uſeleſs grown, with herds in paſtures fed, 
Ranges at large, and lives ignobly free 
From former-toils, if arms he chance to ſee, 
Or hears from fas the trumpet's ſprightly ſounds, 
He neighs aloud, and breaks the flow'ry bounds ; 
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Longs on his back to feel the hardy knight, 
Meaſure the liſts, and meet the promis d fight. 
Their fight the brave Rinaldo thus alarm'd, 
Recall'd his honour, and his rege warm d; 
Its long iaglorious ſleep his virtue broke, 
And martial ardour ſparkled in his look. 
When with a friendly ſcorn Ubaldo held, 
Refore the youth, his adamantine ſhield ; 
Surpriz'd he meets his own teflection there, 
His gaudy robes hung looſe, his flowing hair 
Clouds with rich perfume, and ſweetens all the air. 
A bright, but uſeleſs ſword adorns his fide ; 
Aſham'd he views this nice faataftic pride, 
And, like a man that long in idle dreams 
Has lain, deluded to himſelf he ſeems : 
Enrag'd the hateful object now he flies, 
Confus'd and filent, downward bends his eyes; 
Half wiſh'd the cleaving ground might open wide, 
Or overwhelming ſeas his ſhame would hide. 
Ubaldo ſees the time, and thus begun: 

While fame, while ſo much glory may be won, 
While 4/a, while all Europe are in arms, 
And ſhake the univerſe with loud alarms; 
Bertoldo's ſon alone, exempt from fear, 
Remains a woman's noble champion here. 
What lethargy, what fatal ſpells coutroul 
Thy vig'rous honour, and vaman thy ſoul? 
Come on! the camp, and mighty Godfrey ſend, 
Fortune and vittory thy ſword attead ; 5 
The deſtin d hero thou the doubtful war to end: 
Conclude the conqueſt o'er thy pagan foes, 
What might can thy reſiſtleſs arm gppoſe ? 

Speech leſs he flood; and now a decent ſhame, 
Aud now a gen'rous pride, his looks lnflame : 
He rends the badges of his lewd diſgrace, 
And flies with horror the deteſted place. 
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- "TR 
STORY OF ERMINIA. 


Tranſlated from 


THE SEVENTH BOOK OF TASSO's FERUSALEM: 


Inſeribꝰd to the Right Honourable the Lady 
Viſcounteſs Weymouth. 


R INI, by the centinels ſurpriz d, 

Fled all the night, in burniſh'd arms diſguis'd ; 
And all the day thro” pathleſs woods ſhe ftray'd, 
Of ev'ry whiſp'ring breath of wind afraid: 

But now the ſun his ſhining progreſs ends, 

| Deſerts the ſkies, and to the fea deſcends; 
The nymph arrives where wealthy Jordan flows, 
And on his flow'ry borders ſeeks repoſe ; 

Soft ſleep, that wiſh'd relief to mortals brings, 
Spreads o'er the beanteous maid his downy wings; 
But reſtleſs love his empire ſtill maiatains, 

And o'er her dreams in airy triumph reigns. 

At laſt the birds ſalute the rifing light, 

And wanton winds the roſy morn invite; 

They curl the ſtreams and dance along the waves, 
Glide thro* the woods, and whiſper in the leaves: 
Each painted bloſſom opens to the day, 

With them, Erminia's eyes their charms diſplay : 
With penſive looks, the proſpect round ſhe view'd, 
7 he ſhepherds rents, and rural ſolitude : 

Each ruffling noiſe awakes her former fears, 

Till thro? the boughs a tuneful note ſhe hears : 
The fields'and floods. the cheerful ſound retain, 
And ſportive echoes mock the jovial ſwain ; 

Who careleſs near the banks of Jordan ſat, 

Nor fear'd the ſtars, nor curs'd relentleſs fate : 
Pleas'd with his honeſt art, he baſkets wove ; 
Three ſprightly boys to imitate him ſtrove. 
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The princeſsnearer drew, with wild affrighe 
The children fled the unaccuſtom'sd fight; 
Till the bright helmet from her head ſhe took 
Reveal'd a female face and modeſt look: 

The goider trefſes o'er her ſhoulders fell, 
And all their fears her charming eyes diſpel : 
Her face no more à martial terror boaſts, 

When thus the wond'ring ſhepherd ſhe accoſts: 
Thrice happy man, the gods peculiar care 
Protects thee from the waſteful rage of war: 

I come not here to offer hoftile wrongs, 

To interrupt thy labours, or thy ſongs; 

But by what methods haſt thou found defence 
Againſt the ſword's impartial violence; 

White claſhing arms, and the ſhrill trumper ſound, 
With endlefs jars perplex the regions round? 

My humble ftate, fair maid, the ſwain replies, 
Beneath the turns of changing fortune lies : 
While lightning blaſts the mountains lofty brow, 
The humble valley ſmiles ſecure below, | 
From all the tumults which diſtract the great, 
We live exempt in this obſcure retreat; 

The gods themſelves the rural life approve, 
And kindly guard the innocence they love: 

In groves we ſleep, from ſpoil and rapine free, 
Content with little, bleſt in poverty 

This life (which yet ambitious men deſpiſe) 
Before a court's licentious joys, I prize: 

Nor pride, nor fordid avarice, moleſt 

The ſoft tranquillity within my breaſt, 
Unartful meats ſupply my frugal board, 

And drink, the pure untainted ſprings afford; 
No poiſons thro” their channels are convey'd, 
Nor are we here in golden cups betray'd: 

I heſe youths, my ſons, to labour us'd, like me, 
Attend my flocks with cheerful induſtry. 

Nor think theſe ſhades can no delights afford; 
With various harmleſs beaſts the woods are ftor'd, 
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Among the boughs melodious birds reſide, 
And ſcaly fiſh along the rivers glide. 
Yet other motives did my youth. eagage, 
And wild ambition fir'd my blooming age; 
I ſcorn'd the peaſaat's care and humble. toils, . 
And left my native ſhores, for. foreig. foils; . 
And in th* Egyptian court my, ſit preferr'd: 
My ſuit. the condeſcendiug :iobletheard. 
The royal, gal deus ſoon were. made my care; 
] jearn'd the fatal ſaares of greatneſs there, 
Its impious methods, aud uncouſtant. ſtate; 
But learn'd, alas! thie dear miſtake too late: 
My prime was raft, my airy wiſhes croſs d, 
Aud all my dreams of riſing fortune loſt ; 
With weepi1g.eyes, the country ſcenes I view'd, 
And bleſs'd my ance. inglor.ous ſolitude? , 
The ſmoath tranquillity, the, gay.content, 
In which my former happy days were ſpent. 
Reſoiv*d.again thoſe pleaſures to purſue, 
With jun 1emorſe,.1 bid the court adieu. 
The day was doubly fortunate.for me, 
Which ſet me from its gaudy bondage free. 
Hs wiſe diſ aurſe th attentive. priuceſs pleas'd, 
And half the tempeſt of her ſaul appeas d: 
She now. reſolves to try, far from the ſtrife 
Of factious courts, an unambitious life. 
the paus'd-—tlen thus, with, gentle words, began 
J“ adureſs the hoary venerable man: ; 
If, by the diſappoiatmeats thou haft prov'd, 
Thy kind re.ief, and pity. may he mov'd, 
Conduct me to ſome hoſpitable cell, 
And let me in theſe. oalm receſſes dwell: 
There quiet ſhades, perhaps, will caſe my.grief, 
And give my reſtlefs paſſions ſome relief. 
By thy example taught, I ſhall grow wiſe; 
With that, a tear grac'd her prevailing eyes: 
Some pitying drops the careful ſhepherd ſhed, 
And to his cottage the. fair ſtranger.led. 
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A father's kind indulgence fills his breaſt ; 
His wife, with joy, receives the royal gueſt ; 
Who now her nodding helmet lays afide, 
Her gilded arms, and ornamental pride; 
Then in a ſylvan dreſs, the graceful maid, 
All negligent, her decent limbs array'd; 
But nothing ruſtic in her careleſs mien, 
The princeſs ſtill thro? all diſguiſe was ſeen : 
Majeſtic beauty lighten'd in her face, 
She mov'd, and ſpoke, with an unvulgar grace; 
An air of grandeur, not to be ſuppreſs'd, 
Her noble mind and high defcent confeſs'd. 
Yet to the fold her bleating flocks ſhe drove, 
And with her native delicacy ſtrove: 
Sometimes along the freſh enamel'd meads, 
Her harmleſs charge, with gentle pace ſhe leads ; 
And, oft beneath ſome laurel's ſhade reclin'd, 
With Tancred's name, ſhe wounds the tender rind: 
Each tree that flouriſh'd id the-conſcious grove, 
The records bore of her ſucceſsleſs love. 
And when the tragic ſtory ſh- review'd, 
The ſad deſcription all her grief renew'sd ; 
With love and melting ſorrow in her eyes, 
Ye verdant plants, the penſive charmer cries, 
Ye pines, and ſpreading laurels, as ye grow, 
Retain the deep inſcriptions of my woe ; 
Some wretched maid, undone by love, like me, 
Shall moura my'injur*d faith, and partial deſtiny. 

But if my charming hero here ſhould ftray, 
As grant, ye bleſt propitious powers, he may ! 
And wand'ring, find in ev'ry ſhade his name, 
My ſecret care, and undiſcover'd flame, | 
Long after death has clos'd my wretched eyes, 
And in the grave this mortal rel que lies; 
Some tender ſigh, ſome grateful tear may prove 
The late ſucceſs of my unblemiſh'd love. 
My hov'ring ghoſt, pleas'd with that ſoft return, 
The rigor of my fate no more ſhould mourn, 
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With theſe complaints, ſhe ſoothes her fond defliet, 
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And vainly to the fields and ſhades retires; 
The fields and ſhades indulge her fatal fires: 
While Tancred, yet a ſtranger to her charms, 
Among the toils of, wax, and fierce. alarms, 
Purſues a noblet fate in military arms. 


c 
A. PASTORAL 
— .0_ | 


THE NATIVITY OF OUR SAVIOUR, 


In Imitation f an Italian Paſtoral. 
— 


MENALCAS. 


OME mighty things theſe awful figns portend! 
Amaz'd we ſee new ftars the ſkies aſcend; 
A thouſand ſtrange uſurping lights appear, 
And dart their ſudden glories thro” the air; 
A dazzling day, without the ſun returns, 
And thro' the midaight's duſky horror burns, 


PALEMeN. 

And, in the depth of winter, ſpring appears, 
For lo! the ground a ſudden verdure wears; 
The op'ning flow'rs diſplay their gaudieſt dye, 
And ſeem with all the ſummer's pride to vie. 


URANIO. 


Nor without myſ{'ry are theſe joys that roll 
In torrents thro' my now prophetic ſoul, 
Aad ſoftly whiſper to, my raviſh'd breaft, 


That more than all the tribes the race of Fuda#'s bleſt. 
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MENA,.—But fee the eaſtern ſkies diſcloſe a light 
Beyond the noontide's flaming glor.es bright ; 
This way its coutfe' the facred viſion bends, 
; And vith much ftate and folemn pomp deſcends, 
| Sonorous voices echo from afar, | 
And ſoftly warble thro? the trembling air: 
The circiig ſpheres the charming ſound prolong, 
| And adfwer all the cadence of their ſong : 
And now the ſacred harmony draws near, « 


And now's thoufand heavnly forms appear. 


ANGELS. 
Immortal glory give to God on high, 
Thro? all the lofty ſtatious of rhe ſky ; 
Let joy on earth, and endleſs peace enſue, 
The great Mefiah's born, thrice Happy men ! to you. 


URA.—The great Meſſiah born! tranſporting ſound 

To the wide world fpread the bleft accents round: 
What joy theſe long expected tidings bring: 

To us is born a Saviour and a King ! 


ANG:=An infant in a virgin's arms he lies, 
Who rides the winds, and thuuders thro? the ſkles; 
The God to whom'the flaming ſeraphs bow, 
Deſcends to lead the life of mortals now. 


Ev'n God himfelf thy mighty force does prove; 


MENA.——————Surptizing power of love 
Thou rul' the world below, and govern t all cine 


' PALE.—You ſhining meſſengers, be farther kind, 
And tell us where the wond'rous child to find, 


ANG.—Your glad conductors to the place we'll de, 
Eager as you this myftic' thing to ſee. ._ 


URA.—Some preſent to the infant king let's bear, | 
For zeal ſhou d always liberal appear. 
866 
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ANG,—Come on, we'll lead you to the poor abode, 
Where in a manger lies the incarnate God; 
Reduc'd among the fordid beaſts to reſt, 
Who all the ſpacious realms of light poſſeſs'd; 
And he whoſe humble miniſters we were, 
Becomes a tender virgin's helpleſs care. 
Thro? heav'n, but now, the haſty tidings rung, 
And anthems on the wondrous theme they ſung. 


PALE —But to what happy maid of human race 
Has heav'n allotted this peculiar grace? 


ANG.—Ye echoing ſkies, repeat Maria's name; 
Maria thro? the ftarry worlds proclaim : 
In her bright face celeſtial graces ſhine, 
Her miad's enrich'd with treaſures all divine, ö 
From David's royal houſe deſceuds her noble line. 
But ſee the humble ſeat, the poor abode, 
That ho:ds the virgin with the infant God. 


MEN A.—T hee, virgin-born, thus proſtrate, I adore, 
'And offer here the Choice of all my ftore. 
Until the earth ſhall now vaſt harveſts yield, 
And laughing plenty crown the open field, 
Clear rivers in the deſarts ſhall be ſeen, 
And barren waſtes cloth'd in eternal green. 
Inſtead of thorns, the ſtately fir ſhali riſe, 
And wave his lofty head amidſt the ſkies ; 
Where thiſtles once, ſhall fragrant myrtles grow, 
The beauteous ruſe on ev'ry buſh ſhall glow, | 
And from the purple grape rich wines, EY 
ſhall flow. 
PALE.—Great ſtar of Facob, that ſo bright doſt riſe, 
Turn, lovely iafant, thy auſpicious eyes; 
I his ſoft and ſpotleſs wool to thee I bring, 
My -arlieft tribute to the new-bora King. 
With thee each ſacred virtue takes its birth, . 
And peace and juſtice now ſhall rule the earth. 
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Thou ſhalt the bliſs of paradiſe reſtote, 

And wars and tumults ſhall be heard no more. 
The wolf and lamb ſhall now together feed, 
And with the ox the lion's ſavage breed. 

The child ſhall with the harmleſs ſerpent play, 
And lead, nahurt, the gentle beaſt away. 

And where the ſun aſceuds the ſhining eaſt, 
And where he ends his journey in the weſt, 
Thy glorious name ſhall be ador'd and dlefl. 


URA.— The hope of Yael, hail with humble 


zeal 
To thee, unqueſtion'd Son of God, I kneel : 
All hail to thee! of whom the prophets old 
Such mighty things to our forefathers toid. 
Thy kingdom ſhall from fea to ſea extend, 
And reach the ſpacious world's remoteſt end. 
The ſpicy iſle, and Saban wealthy king, 


- To thee from far ſhall coſily preſents bring. 


Thy ſteadfaſt throne ſhall ſtand for ever faſt, 
And thy dominion time itſelf out- laſt. 

This gentle lamb, the beſt my flocks afford, 
I bring an ofPring to all nature's Lord. 


Before mankind's illuſtrious Saviour bow: 
Aſtoniſh'd, in an infant's form we ſee 

Diſguis'd the ineffable Divinity; 

Who arm'd with thunder, on the fields of light 
O”ercame the potent Seraphim in fight. 

Thus humbled—O unbounded force of love! 
Subdu'd by that, from all the jays above, 

Thou cam'ſt the wretched life of man to prove. 
And thus our ruin'd aumbers wilt ſupply, 

And fill the deſolations of the ſky, 


XG. And we, the regents of the ſpheres, thus low 
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Come, my Beloved, let us go forth into the Fields, let u. 
lodge in the villages, Cant. vii.-11. | 
1 object of my higheſt bliſs, 
And of my deareſt love, 
Come, let us from this tireſome world, 
And all its cares remove. 


Among the murm'ring cryſtal ſtreams, 
The groves, and flow'ry fields, 
Let's-try the calm and ſlent joys 
That bleft retirement yields. 


There, far from all the buſy world, 
To thee alone 111 live, f 
And taſte more pleaſure in thy ſmiles 
Than all things elſe can give. 
My pure deſires, and holy vows, 
Shall centre all in thee; 
While ev'ry hour to ſacred love 
Shall conſecrated be. 


| —_— 
HYMN, 


EFORE the roſy dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, IU fing ; 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre ! 
Awake, each charming firing ! 
Awake! and let thy flowing ftrain 
Glide through the midnight air, 
While high amidſt her ſilent orb 
The filver moon rolls clear. 


While all the glitt'ring ftarry lamps 
Are lighted in the ſky, 


And ſet their Maker's greatneſs forth 
To thy admiring eye: 
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While watchful angels round the juſt, 
a As nightly guardians wait, 
In lofty ſtrains of grateful praiſe 
Thy ſpirit elevate, 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre! 
Awake each charming ſtring! 
Before the roſy dawn of day, 
| To thee, my God, 1 11 fing. 
Thou round the heay*nly arch doſt draw 
A dark and ſable veil, 
And all the beauties of the world 
From mortal eyes conceal. 
Again, the ſky with golden beams 
hy fcilful hands adorn, 
And paint, with cheerful ſplendor gay, 
The fair aſcending morn, 
And as the gloomy night returns, 
ö Or ſmiling day renews, 
Thy conſtant goodnefs ſtill my ſoul 
With benefits purſues. 
For this Ill midnight vows to thee, 
With early incenſe bring; 
And e'er the roſy dawn of day, 
Thy lofty praiſes ſing. 


— | 
A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN | 

The Fallen Angels and a Human Spirit juſt | 

entered into the other World. | 


| HUMAN SPIRIT. 
19 ſtruggling in the. agonies of death, 
With horror I reſigaꝰd my mortal breath: 
With horror long the fatal gulph-I view'd, 
And ſhiv'ring on its utmoſt edges ſtood ; 
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Till forc'd to take the inevitable leap, 


J hurry'd headlong down the gloomy ſteep : 
And here of every hope bereft, I find 

Myſelf a naked, an unbody'd mind. 
My lov'd, my fond officious friends in vaing - 
My fleeting ſoul endeavour'd to retain ; 

In vain its blooming manſion did invite; 
Grandeut, and wealth, and love, and foft delight, 
With tempting calls in vain its flight would ſtay, 
When forc'd by the ſevere decree away. 

"Tis paſt——and all like a thin viſion gone, 

For which I have my wretched ſoul nadone ; 
And wand'ring on this dark, deteſted ſhore, 

My eyes ſhall view the upper light no more. 


FALLEN ANGEL. 


Then welcome to the regions of deſpair ! 
Thy ruin coft us much defign and care, c 
And thou had'ſ *ſcap'd, but for one happy ſnare; 
And in the bliſsful ſkies ſupplv'd the place 

Of ſome falln ſpirit of our nobler race: 

Thou coul'd the thirſt of wine or wealth controul, 
And no malicious fin has ſtain'd thy ſoul ; 

But for the joys of one forbidden love 

Haſt loft the boundleſs ecſtaſies above. 


Human Shi. — And all was freely, freely all was loſt ; 
How dear has one ſhort dream of pleaſure coſt ! 
But yet this fatal, this inchanting dream, 
I ſhould, perhaps, beyond ev'n heav'n eſteem, 
Were it as permanent: but, ah! *tis gone, 
And I a wretch abandon'd and undone, d 
Of God, of every ſmiling hope, am left, 
And all my dear delights on earth bereft; 
While here for gilded roofs, and pamted bow'rs, 
For pleaſant walks, and beds of fragrant flow'rs, 
I find polluted dens, and pitchy ſtreams, 
And burning paths, with beds of raging flames; 
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Laſtoad of muſicꝰs ſweet inſpiring found, 
Repeated yells, and endleſs zruans go round; 

And for the lovely faces of my friends, 

I meet the ghafily viſages of fiends; 


A thouſand nameleſs terrors are behind, 
Deſpair, coafufioa, fury, ſeize my mind: 
But will my griefa no happy period:fiad : 
Fallen Ang Count all the twinkling n the 
ſy, 


Count all the drops that in the ocean hie; 

Of all the earthly globe the atoms 

Eternal years thy numbers ſtill ſurmount. 
Millions of tedious ling*ring-ages gone, 

Thy miſery, thy hell, is but begun. 

As fix'd, as permanent, thy bliſs had been, 
But for one dactingone beloved ſin; 

Cold to the baits of any. other vice, 

Reauty alone could thy fond thoughts entice z 
By this (or all our ſtratagems had fail'd), 

By this we o'er thy temp'rate youth prevaiPd. 
Poor, ſottiſh ſoul! below ourenvy now, 

For what a toy didſt thou a heaven forego ! 


Human $pi,—O tell me not from what fair hopes 1 
fell! 


Juſt miſſing heaven, but aggravates my hell. 


Fallen Ang.—Thon know not what thou'ſt loft, 
but we too well 
The glories of that happy place can tell. 
There endleſs heights of ecftacy they prove, 
There's laſting pleaſute- and immortal love, 
There flowing pleaſures in full torrents roll; 
For pleaſure's form'd, this loſs muſt rack thy ſoul. 


Human pi Vith how much cruel art youaggrawate 


My miſery's intolerable weight ? 


p - 


| | 
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Fallen Ang.-Our envy once, thou'rt now ow wer 


| our ſcorn, / 
In vain for thee the Son of God was born; \ 
That mighty favour, that peculiar grace, 0 
Too glorious for the fall'n angelic race, 
Serves only to-exaſperate thy doom, 
And give th' infernal ſhades à darker gloom./ 


Human Spi.—Oh ! that's the wounding circumftance 
of all, 
To lower depths of woe I cannot fall: 
Ye curſt tormentors, now your rage is ſpent, 
Your fury can no further hell invent ; 
A Saviour's title, a Redeemer's blood, 
Their worth, till now, I little underſtood. 


OC —— 


HYMN. 


1 fountain of my life,. 
My laſt, my -nobleſt end; 
Eternal centre of my ſoul, 

Where all its motions tend ! 


Thou object of my deareſt love, 
My heav'nly paradiſe, 

The ſpring of all my flowing joys, 
My everlaſting blifs ! 


* 


My God, my hope, my vaſt reward, 
And all I wou'd poſſeſs; 

Still more than theſe pathetic names, 
And charming words expreſs! 


THE APPEAL. 


thee, great Searcher of the heart, 
I ſolemaly appeal, 
Who all the ſecrets of my fon], 
And inmoſt thoughts can'ſt tell. 


ce 
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Even thou, th' unerring judge of all, 
Doſt my dread witneſs prove; 

T hat thee, beyond whate'er the world 
Can tempt me with, I love. 


That thou, whatever elſe I miſs, 
Whatever elſe I loſe, 

Art my exceeding great reward, 
And higheſt bliſs I chuſe. 


Leave me of wealth, of honour, ow o 
And all things elſe bereft; 

But of thy favour, gracious God, 
Let me be never left! ( . 


O hear! and grant thy boundleſs love's 
Ineſtimable tore, 

And I ll hereafter cloſe my lips, 
And never urge thee more. 


With this alone 11] be content; 
But, Lord, of this deny'd, 

I ſhou'd deſpiſe the nobleſt gift, 
Thou cou'dſt beſtow beſide. 


Among the brighteſt joys of life, , 
I ſhou'd no pleaſure know, 

But murm'ring to the ſullen ſhades 
Of endleſs night would go. 


Te I me, O thou whom my Soul loveth, where thou freue, 
where thou make/t thy Flock to reft at Noon, Cant. i. 7. 
0 LOVELIER to my raviſh'd eyes 
Than all they ever ſaw, 
Much dearer than the light 1 view, 
Or vital breath I draw! 


Eternal treaſure of my heart, . 
Whom as my ſoul I love, 

O, tell me, to whas happy ſhades 
Thou doſt, at noon, remove 
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O, tell me where, by cryſial ſtreams, 
Thy ſnowy flocks are led, 


And in what fruitful meadows they 
Are by thy bounty fed! 


For thee I languiſh all the day, 
For thee I hourly pine ; 

As flow'rs that want the cheering fun, 
Their painted heads decline. 


Ah! why from my impatieat eyes 
Doſt thou thyſelf conceal ; 


Whilſt I in vain, in lonely ſhades, | 
My reſtleſs pain reveal? 


— 
ade; 
Mx. WATTS, 
ON Urs 


POEMS SACRED TO :DEVOTION, 


murrauring ſtreams, in tender &rains, 
My penſive muſe no more 
Of love's inchanting foree complains, 
Along the flow'ry ſhore, 


No more Myrtillo's fatal face, 
My quiet breaſt alarms, 
His eyes. his air, and youthful grace 
Have loſt their uſual charms. 
No gay Alexis in the grove 
Shall be my future theme; 
I burn with an immortal love, 
And fing a purer flame. 


Seraphic heights I ſeem to gain, 
And ſacred tranſports feel; 

While, Watts, to thy celeſtial rain 
$urpriz'd I liſten ill 
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The gliding ſtreams their courſe forbear, 
When I thy lays repeat ; 

The bending foreſt lends an ear, 
The birds their notes forget. 


With ſuch a grateful harmouy 
Thy numbers ſtill prolong, 

And let remoteſt lands reply, 
And echo to thy ſong. 


Far as the diſtant regions, where. 
The beauteous morning, ſprings, 

And ſcatters odours thro” the air 
From her reſplendent wings; 


Unto the new found realms which ſee 
The latter ſun ariſe, 

When with an eaſy progreſs he 
Rolls down the nether ſkies. 


— —— 


TO CLEONE. 


ROM the bright realms and happy fields above, 
The ſeats of pleaſure and immortal love; 
Where joys no more on airy chance depend, 
All health to thee from thoſe gay climes I ſend! 
For thee my tender paſſion is the ſame, 
Nor death itſelf has quenc d the noble tame; 
For charms like thine for ever fix the mind, 
And with eternal obligations bind, 
And when kind fate-ſhall my Clan free. 
From the dull fetters of mortality, 
Il meet thy parting ſoul, and guide my fairy 
In triumph, thro? the lightfome fields of airs 
Till thou ſhalt gain the blifeful ſeats-and- bow?rs, 
And ſhining plains decK?d-with unfadingHow'rs. 
There nobler heights our friendſhip ſhall improve, 
For flames, like ours, bright ſpirits feel above; 
And tune their golden harps to the ſoft notes of love: 3 
The ſacred ſubjet ſwells each heav*nly breaſt, 
are · expreſt. 


And in their looks its tranſports 
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TO CLORINDA. 


3 S not C/orinda's noble air, 
Her ſhape, nor lovely eyes, 
(Tho' match'eſs all, exact and fair) 
That thus our hearts ſurprize. 


She by ſome mightier pow'r invades, 
And triumphs o'er our ſouls; 

At once with ſofteſt att perſuades, 
And with bold force controuls. 


*Tis in Clorinda's charming mind, 
The ſweet attraction lies; 

There all that nhre and life we find, 
Which ſparkles in her eyes. 


In her a thouſand graces ſbine, 
That might our envy move; - 
Which yet our thoughts alone incline 
T' oblige, admire, and love. 


— 
PSALM XXIIT. 


$6 be = Lord is my defence and guide, 
My wants are by his care ſupply'd: 
He leads me to refreſhing ſhades, 

Thro? verdaut plains, and flow ry meads; 
And there ſecurely makes me lie, 

Near filver currents rolling by. 

To guide my erring feet aright, 

He gilds my path with ſacred light; 
And to his own immortal praiſe, 
Conducts me in his perfect ways. 

In death's uncomfortab'e ſhade, 

No terror can my foul invade: 

While he, my ftrong defence, is near, 
His preſeuce ſcatters all deſpair; - 


 - 
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My ſpiteful foes, with envy, ſee 

His plenteous table ſpread for me: 

My cup o'erflows with ſparkling wine, 
With fragrant oils my temples ſhine. 

Since God hath wond'rons mercies ſhew', 
And crown'd my ſmiling years with good; 
The life he graciouſly prolongs, | | 
Shall be employ'd in grateful ſongs ;' | " = 
My voice in lofty hymns I'll raiſe, | 
And in his temple ſpend my days. | | 


| ON THE DEATH OF 
THE HON. HENRY THYNNE, 


Only Son of the Right Hon. Thomas Lord Weymouth. 


E ſtately buildings, and ye fair retreats, ' 
That lately ſeem'd of guiltleſs joys the ſeats; 

You groves, and beauteous gardens, where we find 
Some pgractful tracts of Weymonth's active mind; 
Put off your cheerful looks, and blooming air, a 
And wear à proſpect ſuited to deſpair ; 
Such as the melancholy muſe requires, \ 
When fun'ral grief the mournful ſong inſpires, 
The muſes here Amyntos ſhould deplore, - | 
Who viſits theſe delightfn] walks no more. | 
The noble youth, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, | 
The boaſted hope and glory of his race, & 
No more ſhall thefe inviting ſhades frequent; 
What merit can the fatal hour prevent? 

Lament, ye gloomy grots, and charming bow'rs, 
Pine at your rovts, ye various plants and flow*rs; 
Decay'd may all your painted bloſſoms fall, 

Nor let the genial ray your life recal; banal 

Nor e'er again your gentle tribute bring, 

(Gay nature's pride) to crown the fragrant ſpring : | 

Tho? in her prime the lovely ſeaſon here, : 
Till now has triumph'd round the changing year; 


— 
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And blooming ſtill the wintry turns defy'd; 
Nor blafting ir, nor nipping froſt has try'd; 
While the glad ſun ev'n linger d in his race, 
And bleft with conſtant ſmiles the happy place. 
He tender myrtles mourn, nor let your boughs 
Hereaſter deck one joyful lover's brows. 
Ye folding bays, and laurels ſacred ſhade, 
At once let all your wreathing.glories fade. 
May raging tempeſts in the grove contend, 
And from the ately firs their branches rend: 
Nor let their ſhade receive the feather'd throng, 
Which cheer the ev*ning. with their tuneful ſong ; 
Nor ever here let balmy Zephyrs ſtrav, 
And with their fragrant breath perfame the op'ning 
day, ; 
Ye ſwelling fountains, be for ever dry, 
Or far from theſe unhappy borders fly: 
Nor let the {ill of any dating hand, | 
To grace theſe walks your daucing ſpouts command; 
Nor ſportive Tritons from their native courſe. 
Aloft in air the filver currents force; 
While deep caſcades the muſiag thought delight, 
And ruſhing waves to.ſoft repoſe invite. 
Let the proud pedeſtals no longer prop 
Their marble loads, but into ruins drop; 
The forms of heroes, and poetic gods, 
But ill become theie de ſolate abodes: 
Amyntas is no more; who beſt could trace 
Their fine proportions, judge of evry grace, 
The ſpeaking. geſture and pathetic face, 
Whatever air a nobler thought expreſt, 
An image met in hisown.gen”'rous breaſt; 
Nor ſculpture, nor heroic numbers told 
A great defign, or glorious name inroll'd, 
But mov'd in him an emulating flame ; 
And, had occaſion try'd, his deeds. had been the ſame, 
Accompliſh'd. youth; why. waſ thou. ſnatch'd away: 
A thouſaad lives ſhould.-have re<cem'd.thy ſtay. 


* 
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Muſt worth, like thine, ſo ſhort a period find, 
And leave ſo many uſeleſs things behind, 
Unthinking forms, the burthen of the ſtate; 
While a whole nation ſuffers in thy fate? 


ON LOVE. 


ICTORIOUS love, thou ſacred myſtery! 
What muſe in mortal ſtrains can ſpeak of thee ? 

We feel th' eſſect, and own thy, force d.vine, 
But vainly would the glorious cauſe define. 
In part, thy pow'r in theſe cold realms is knewn ; 
But in the bleſt celeſtial ſeats alone, 
Thy triumphs in their ſplendid heights are ſhown, 
Thy gentle torch, with a propitious light 
And ſpotleſs flame, burns there for ever bright, 
Expreſsleſs pleaſure, and tranſporting grace, 
With laſting beauty, ſhine upon thy face. 
By ev'ry tongue thy charms are there confeſt, 
And kindle joys in ev'ry heav'uly breaſt: 
For thee they touch the ſoft melodious ſtring, 
And love in glad triumphagt accents fing, c 
Almighty love, whence all their raptures ſpring. 


A PASTORAL. 


VLFVTIA, the pride of all the rural train, 

By Celadon was lov'd, but lov'd in vain, 
His graceful form by nature ſeem'd deſign'd 
Jo charm the wceſt of the beauteous kind. 
With vain Narciſſus in his blooming pride, 
Or Hyacinth, the ſhepherd might haye yy'd, 
He danc'd——not Paris with a nobler mien, 
On Xanthes' borders trac'd the level green. 
Tuneful his voice — but Phaebres lov'd in vain, 
Nor met ſnccefs with his immortal train ; 
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| More wild than Daphne, o'er the flow'ry mead, 1 
| Coy Sylvia her intreating lover fled. 1 1 
| Nor could his melting numbers once prevail 7 
| To gain attention to his am'rous tale; A 
| Till mov'd with pity for his reſtleſs care, H 
| Her fellow nymphs detain the flying fair; A 
it Intreated half, and half compell'd her ſtay ; A 
1 Beneath a ſhade that ſkreen'd the burning ray : , 
They fit; their bleating flocks around them ſtray: A 
4 While thus th* unhappy youth, in mournful trains, Ir 
# Of his ungrateful ſhepherdeſs complains : 1 
= Returning ſprings the faded year renew, T 
q And ſummer gales the wintry ſtorms enſue ; w 
= But no viciſſitude of joy I prove, By 
1 No change of ſeaſon to my hopeleſs love, - | Pu 
if The falling ſun in weſtern ſhades declines, | Di 
Refreſh'd again the purple morning ſhines ; = MM 
But no Kind ſmiles with dawning rays appear ; A1. 
In Sytvia's eyes, my gloomy breaſt to cheer, Ha 
: The ſilver moon wheels her pale courſe above, Th 
And midnight ſtars in ſolemn order move, Th 
0 Envy itſelf, and faction find repoſe; No 
While no relief my wilder paſſion knows : He 
Or if diſorder*d ſlumbers cloſe mine eyes, Wh 
| Coy Sylvia ſtill before my fancy flies; To 
; I hroꝰ duſky groves and vales I ſeem to trace ö Fna 
Her flceting form, that mocks my fond embrace; On. 
I wake to new deſpair, and tell my pain | Gen 
To wh.ſp'ring winds and ſounding rocks in-vain : His 
Yet'theſe, relentleſs fair, more kind than thee, N Not 
In ſighing echoes ſeem to plead for me. „ 
Gay — now to gentler thoughts invites, The 
ö And rhe fair ſeaſon calls for ſoft delights; Abo 
1 The vig'rous ſun ſmiles on the fruitful earth, 47 And 
And gives a thouſand beauteous flow'rs their birth; 1 She 1 
| The conſcious trees their verdant branches ſpread, Unu 
| Inviting lovers to their friendly ſhade : | An v 
| Theſe ſcenes were made for love; each whiſp'ring ſtream, {| And 
| And painted vale, require the teader theme. | Appt 
| 
| l 
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Love triumphs here, and on the peaceful plalns 

The gentle god his empire ſtill maintains ; 

1 he buſy city's reſtleſs noiſe he ſhuns, . 

And far from factious courts affrighted runs; 

Hither his quiver, and his torch he brings, 

And hov'ring round the air with downy wings, 5 

Among the ſwains his ſportive darts he flings. 
Th' immortal race oft ſeek the calm retreats, 

And for their pleaſures chuſe the rural ſeats. 

In the Sabe&an groves, and Cyprian bow'rs, 

Ide queen of beauty ſpear her ſofteſt hours: 

The fair Aurora too, a nymph divine, 

With roſy cheeks, and ſparkling eyes like thine, 

But gentler far, on Hæmus dewy head 

Purſu'd a youth, who her embraces fled. 

Diana's ſelf, thy boaſted goddeſs, lov'd, 

Nor M11, like thee, inflexible has prov'd: 


Ma ander's winding banks, and Lycus' ſhore 


Have heard her oft her rig'rous fate deplore ; 
The Carian hills were witneſs to her griet, 
There wand'ring round, ſhe vainly ſought relief; 
Nor roves a ſavage. huntreſs as before, 3 
Her hand a pointed jav'lin ſhakes no more, c 
While thro? the woods ſhe tracks the foaming boar. 
To diffrent cares her thoughts were now confin'd, 
Endymion's image had poſſeſt her mind; 
On Latmos? top the lovely youth ſhe found, 
Gently reclin'd upon the verdant ground, 5 
His ſenſes all in balmy ſlumbers drown'd. 
Not young Adonis ever look'd more fair; 
An am'rous breeze plays with his careleſs hair: 
The virgin goddeſs fix'd her wond'ring fight ; 
Above her own tranſparent orb roll'd bright, 4 
And all the ſtars lent their officious light. 
dhe views his blooming charms with fond ſurprize, 
Unuſual tranſports in her boſom riſe ; 
An unaccuſiom'd wiſh her breaſt inſpires ; 
And now ſhe checks, now ſoothes her wilddefires, 
Approaches ſoftly now, and now retires: 
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At laſt refolv'd, a modeſt kiſs ſhe ſteals, 
While Venus laughing, all the theft reveals. 
Thus gods and men to Love's imperial ſway 
Submit, and his refiſtleſs laws obey : 
And truſt me, Sylvia, ſome propitions hour 
Shall yet arrive, when thou halt feel his pow'r, 
The ſhepherd ceas'd, the nymphs his numbers praiſe; 
Eva Sylvia, ſoften'd by his melting lays, 
Returns a fmile ; then with a decent pride 
Retires, and ftrives her alter'd thoughts to hide, 


TO CHLOE. 


AN EPISTLE. 


AIR Chloe, leave the noiſy town, and try 
What artleſs ſweets the country ſcenes ſupply : 

While the young year in all its pride invites, 
And promiſes a thouſand gay delights; 
While the glad ſun his faireſt light diſplays, 
And op'ning bloſſoms conrr his cheerful rays, 
The nymphs for thee ſhall deck ſome rural bow'r, 
With every verdanat branch and painted flow'r ; 
To thee the ſwains full canifters ſhail bring, 
Of all the fragrant treaſures of the ſpring : 
While ſome young ſhepherd in the ſounding grove 
Shall tune his reed for thee to ſtrains of love. 
Nor from the ſoft, enchanting accents run, 
For who the pleafing charms of love would ſhun? 
Such love as in theſe guiltleſs ſeats is known, 
Such as a ſtate of innocence might own, 
No frauds, no treach'rous arts are practisd here, 
No perjur'd vows deluded virgins fear, 
The gentle god with mild indulgence ſways, 


And ev'ry willing heart his laws obeys, 
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All hail, ye fields, and ev'ry happy grove! 
Ho your ſoft ſcenes the tender flame improve, 
And melt the thoughts, and turn the ſoul to love! 
*T was here Myrtillo's charms my boſom fir'd, 
While all the god the am'rous youth inſpir'd ; 
Divine his art, prevalliug was his tongue, 
e; While in the ſhades the ſkilful ſhepherd ſung ; 
On downy wings young Zephyrs took the ſound, 
And cheer'd the plains, and all the valleys round: 
The liſt'niag ſtreams were conſcious of his flame, 
And ev'ry nymph acquainted with my name. 
No nymph but envy'd me Myrti//o's praiſe, 
For I had all his vows and tender lays. 
Nor could ſuch truth and merit plead in vain, 
I heard his fighs, and pity'd all his pain; 
While Venus ſmil'd propitious from above, 
And crown'd our vows, and bleſt our mutual love. 
May proſp'rous fates attend the happy day, 
And circling joys for ever make it gay 
From thence we date our bliſs, and ſtill improve 
Our ſoft delights, as throꝰ the woods we rove: 
In flow'ry meadows, groves, and fragrant bow'rs, 
Serene and free, we ſpend the lightſome hours, 
Thus live the Dryades, thus the ſacred race, 
That haunt the valleys, and the fountains grace; 
The rural ſcenes indulge their warm deſires, 
Heighten their joys, and feed immortal fires. 
Diana, who in heav'n could guard her breaſt, 
In Latmos' flow'ry fields the god confeſt. 
No name, but his, among the ſwains is known, 
Superior love is all the pow*r they own; 
1 heir willing tribute to his ſhrine they bring, 
Turtles, aud lambs, and all the blooming ſpring, 
While io their tuneful harps his praiſe they fing. 
Young Z-phyrs bear the charming accents round, 
And rocks and moſly caves.retain their found ; 
Tygers and wolves grow wild, the tim'rous fand, 
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Roſes and myrtles bloom, the am'rous doves, 

And all the warbling chorus own their loves : ? 
The nodding groves, and falling floods reply, | 
And all coufeſs the pow*rful deity. 


| ; THE 
CONFLAGRATION, 


AN ODE. 


— NE as men before the deluge lay, 

In melting joys and luxury difloly'd, 

Till ſwift deſtruction ſwept them all away, 

The ſtupid world will then be found, 

In all licentiouſueſs and fin involv'd, 

When loud to judgment the laſt trumpets ſound. 
Ihen time ſhall be no more, 

Nor months and years proportion'd by the ſun ; 
Which ne'er again ſhall run, 

With vig'rous pride the ſhining zodiac o'er. 


A ſudden change the living ſhall tranſlate 
To an immortal from a mortal ftate : 

While thoſe that ſlumber in the grave awake 
In crowds; their former vehicles to take, 
Indu'd with principles that may ſuftain 
Celeftial pleaſure, or infernal pain. 


And now begins the- univerſal wreck ; 
Ihe wheels of nature ſtand, or change their courſe, 
And backward hurrying with diſorder'd force, 
The long eftabliſh'd laws of motion break. 
The refluent rivers to their fountains run, 
Their ancient paths and well-known channels ſhun. 
The ſeas their ſandy banks deride, 
And know their bounds no more, 
Againſt the rocks, with ſtormy pride, 
The angry billows roar + 
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Now ſwelling, like tranſparent mounts appear, 

Which to the clouds their lofty ſummits . 

And mingle with the virgin waters there: P 

Here, like the mouth of hell, vaſt whirlpools yawn, 

And down the rapid gulph whole floods and iſles are 
drawn. 


Prodigious thunders ſhake the ſky, 
As from their cells with clam'rous rage they break: 
Prodigious l:ghtnings Kindle as they fly, 
And trace the clouds with many a fiery ſtreak: 
While in the darken'd air 
With horrid beams malignant comets glare. 
Encount'ring tempeſts ſtrive, 
Which mighty winds acroſs each other drive, 
Loos'd from the ſpacious cavities below, 
Fi om all the adverſe points of heav'n they blow, 
And murmur from afar with ſtormy ſound ; 
While burning bolts and hail-ſtones rake the ground. 
Reſiſtleſs whirlwinds bluſter here and there, 
Trees from their roots, ſtones from their rocks they 
tear. 


The central fire within its priſon raves, 
And all the globe with ſtrong concuſſions ſhakes, 
As from its urn in ſulph'rous waves 
The dreadful element breaks; 
Thro? all the gloomy vaults around it flows, 
1 hro? ev'ry cleft and winding fiſſure glows, 
And wild excurfions makes: 
Its courſe no ſubterranean damps oppoſe, 
From vein to vein the active particles take fire, 
And towards the ſurface of the globe aſpire; 
Whole groves, and hills, and buildings vndermine, 
Whole groves, and hills, and palaces drop in; 
Wide gapes thg direful gulph, and where 
Tall mountains ſtood, prodigious chaſms appear. 
With wilder fury here 
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The fierce materials outward ruſh, 
And wheaggev'n now, a level plain was ſpread, 
Vaſt rocks and frowuing ſteeps erect their hideous bro 
From whoſe dark e trails livid torrents guſh, 

And glowing cataracts ſpout : 
Like ena now the new Volcano roars, + 
Unweildy ftanes, and burniag craggs throws out, 
With thuw'rs of ſand, and ſeas of melted ores. 


While louder till on high the trumpets ſound, 

Aud reach the ereary kingdoms under ground. 

Hell's deep foundations the ſtrange echoes ſhake, 
Wich terrors üll each raging fiend, 

Tuc earth with frong concuſſions rend, 

And wide diſcloſe the vaſt infernal lake, 

With alli the execrable dens below, 

1 he dwellings of unutterable woe. 

Thick ſteams from the unbottom'd gulph ariſe 

And blacken all the fkies: 

The ſtartled ſun winks at the horrid fight, . 

And robs the moon of all her ſilver light: 

While ev'ry gay, <thereal flame expires, 

Or to its firſt original ret.res. 

Now mightier pangs the & hole creation feels; 

Each planet from its ſhatter'd axis reels, 

And ons immenſe on orbs immeaſe drop down, 

Like ſcatt'ring leaves from off their branches blown, 


Again the great archangel's ſummons fly 
1 hro' earth, thro? hell, and all the ample vaults on 
high 

Wide fly the portals of eternal day, 

To give the King of glory way : 

And 1o! the Son of God deſcends, 

Heav'n's everlaſting frame beneath him bends; 

On louring clouds he fits iuthron'd, 
Whence ruddy flames, aad pointed lightnings playy 
And bellowing thunders with ſhrill voices ſound ; 
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To judge the world he comes with awful ſtate, 
Ten thouſand times ten thouſand on him wait ; 
Cherub and Seraphim, 

With mighty chiefs, aud ſplendid dignities, 
Dominions, potentates and pow'rs, 

Of heav'aly thrones the num'rous regeacies, 
And (if amuſe might dare 

Things ſo extremely diſtant to compare) 

Like leading on the countleſs ſtars, 

The God before his radiant train appears; 

Divine his form, ineffable his air, 

At once benignant, ſolemn, and ſevere ; 

Around him dart refulgent beams, 
And from his eyes approachleſs glory ſtreams. 


The waters ſee, and downward ſiuk, 
The mountains melt like wax before the fire, 
The folding heav'ns together ſhrink, 
And with a mighty noiſe the claſhing orbs retire, 
Deſpairing, trembling, mad, the vicious fly, : 
And to the falling rocks for ſhelter cry ; 
To hells impenetrable ſhades would run, 
The face of their vindictive judge to ſhun, 
The ſhudd'ring fiends t' avoid his fight, 
Beneath the, burning deeps would hide; 
Unable now to bear celeftiial light, 
Or the reſplendence of his looks abide, 


Unmov'd alone the virtuous now appear, 

And in their looks a calm aſſurance wear, 

Nor hell nor all its horrors fear. 
From eaft, from weſt, from north, and ſouth they come, 
To take from the moſt righteous judge their doom; 
Who thus to them, with a ſerene regard; 

( | he hooks of life before him laid, 
And all the fecret records wide difplay'd) 
According to your works be your reward; 
© As my reproach and croſs you did not fear, 
© To meu and angels I approve you here; 
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© Poſſeſs immortal kingdoms as your due, 
© Prepar'd from an eternal date for you.“ 


The glitt'ring legions ſhout above, 
And down ten thouſand heawnly guardians fly, 
T' attend their joyful charges to the ſky: 
And upward now with wond'rous pomp they move, 
Melodious welcomes they re&ive on high, | 
With ſhining robes, victorious palms and crowns, 
Celeſtial dignities, and everlaſting thrones ; 
While beauty, life, and joy, with love divine, 
Break from their eyes, and on their faces ſhine. 


Th? apoſtate ſpirits rage, as when they fell 
From off th? ethereal battlements to hell, 
To ſee the humble race of man ſupply 
Their once illuſtrious ſtations in the fey. 
The finners gnaſh their teeth for envy too; 
To whom thus ſpeaks the wrathful Deity : 

© From me, accurſt ! for ever go, 
And dwell-with endleſs buraings, endlefs night and 

© woe. | 
© In vain in your adverfity you cry, 
Inexorable 40 your cries I'll be, 
© As you ere once to me.“ 


Like tings theſe fatal accents wound, 
And all the wretched finners pleas confound; 
Oppreſt with ſhame, confuſion, and deſpair, 
They fink, nor can the heavy judgment bear, 
The unfathom'd deep to ſwallow them gapes wide; 

And now without. coatroul 
| The fiery ſurges roll, 

And hell extends itſelf on ev*ry fide ! 
Where, without intermiſſion, without end, 
Howling and lamentations loud aſcend ; 
With flames and helliſn ſmother, which appear 
To form about the globe a dreadful atmoſphere. 
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Why vice was profſp'rous, virtue why diſtreſt, 
With all the deep writ ſenſe, | 
The dark myſterious ways of providence, 
To men and angels now are manifeſt. 


: — 
4 . 
LAPLANDER's SONG TO HIS MISTRESS. 


HINE out, reſplendent God of days 
On my fair Orramoor ; 
Her charms thy moſt propitious ray, 
And kindeſt looks allure, 


In mountain, vale, or gloomy grove, 
I'd climb the talleſt tree, 


Could | from thenee my abſent love, 
My charming rover ſee. | 


I'd venture on a rifing cloud, 
Aloft in yielding air; 

From that exalted ſtation proud, 
To view the ſmiling fair. 


Should ſhe in fome ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
Among the branches hide, 

I'd tear oft ev'ry leaf and flow'r, 
Till there ſhe was deſery d. 

From ev*ry bird I'd fteal a wing, 
To Orramo to fly; 


And urg d by love, would ſwiftly ra 
Along the light ſome fey. 


Return, and dlefs me with thy charms, 
While yet the fun d:{plays 

His faireſt beams, and Kindly warms 
Us with his vital rey 
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Return before that light be gone, 


In which thou ſhouldſt appear; 
Unwelcome night is haſt ning on 
To darken half the year. 


In vain, relentleſs maid, in vain 

Thou doſt a youth forſake, 
Whoſe love thall quickly o'er the plain, 
. Thy ſavage flight o'ertake, 


Should bars of ſteel my paſlage ſtay, 
They could not thee ſecure: 

I'd thro' enchantments find a way 
To ſeize my Orramoor. 


—— 
A HYMN OF THANKS, 
| oN 


MY RECOVERY FROM THE SMALL-POX. 


M God, my great deliv'rer, and my truſt, 

My life, my love, and ev'ry tender name 

That makes my gratitude and homage juſt ; 
Let heav*aly ardour all my ſoul inflame! 


To thee my muſe ſome tuneful gift would bring, 
And humbly conſecrate her nobleſt verſe ; 

Fain would ſhe touch for thee her ſweeteſt firing, 
And in immortal ſtrains thy love rehearſe, 


But, oh what words of men can reach the theme? 
What human eloqueace expreſs thy praiſe? 
Immeuſe thy pow'r, unſpeakable thy name, 
Thy throne ſurrounded with majeſtic rays. 
Yet let my grateful zeal accepted prove, 
Since weak mortality can give no more; 


I cannot ſpeak, *tis true, but I can love, 
I love, and what I cannot praiſe, adore. 
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A PASTORAL, 


In imitation of Drayton's Second Nymphal. 


| 6 and Lycidas were jolly ſwains, | 
> Their worth diſtinguiſh'd on th* Arcadian plains, | 
Cleon, a hardy youth, on mountains bred, 
O'er craggy rocks his browzing goats he led; 
At rural feſtivals he ſtill appear'd, 
A challenger in ev*ry combat fear'd: 
For none like him the weighty ſledge could throw, 
Or manage with more dextrous art the bow; | 
In wreſtling ſxill'd, and foremoſt in the race, | 
Advent'rous ftill, and eager for the chace; 
Thro' ſavage woods, o'er hills with ſummits hoar, | 
Arm'd with a ſpear, he trac'd the tuſky boar. 
But Lycidas among the nymphs was bred, 
\ The flow'ry vales he ſought, and verdant mead, 
4) © And there, by purling fireams, his Socks were fed - 
| His goodly ſtature, and well-featur'd face, 
Of ev'ry ſhepherdeſs obtain'd the grace. 
His flaxen hair, in ringlets from his crown, 
Beneath his ſhoulder's careleſsly hung down. 
Whene'er he danc'd, Ape ſelf was ſeen, 
In the proportion'd ſtep, and graceful mien 
He ſpoke ſo fine, ſo artfully he ſung, 
None but A rtilla could refift his tongue. 
No charms but herd his numbers could infpire: 
"The nymph was fam'd, a ſylvan god her fire, « 
Her mother of the Naiads beauteous race; 
From her ſhe took the ſweetneſs of her face. 
Not Pens ſelf could boaſt a face more fair, 
More roſy lips, or more inticing hair. 
Her blooming innocence, her lovely eyes, 
And perfect ſhape, did ev'ry beart ſurprize. 
Her voice cou'd eva a rifing torrent ſtay, 
A hungry lion's fierceſt rage allay, f 
And keep the lift®ning ſavage from his prey. 
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The maid by gentle Lycidas was lov'd, 

Nor wilder C/eon leſs enamour'd prov'd ; 

The lovers both attend the uſual hour, 

That brought Myrtilla from her fragrant bow'r, 
To breathe the balmy morning's pleafant air : 
When full of warm defires the ſwains prepare, 8 
3 ſongs and promis d gifts, to gain the fair, 


LYCIDAS. © 

A ſnowy lamb I've bred, ſo full of play, 
"Twill entertain my ſhepherdeſs all day; 
To thee, when hungry, it will bleat, as proud 
From thy fair hands alone to take its food; 
Then to expreſs its joy, with many a bound 
And airy friſk, twill ſeem to ſcorn the grouad:. 
And this, with all my future vows, are thine, 
If thou, for me, my rival wilt decline. 


CLEON, 

My proſſers now, and artleſs language hear, 
And turn from his ſmooth tales thy lining ear, 
For I can boaſt a kid more white than milk, 
And ſofter far than the Siberian ſilk; 

Whene'er you walk, *twill walk as gently by, 
And at your feet, whene'er you fit, will lie; 
If o'er the plaias you run with nimble pace, 
"Twill ſkip along, and ſeem to urge the races 
And this, bright maid, I frankly offer theey 
To quit my tival, aud to live with me 


| MYRTILLA. 

Have you, indeed, fuch valu'd things in ſtore, 
And never boaſted of your wealth before? 
Your offers, gentle youths, I own mok fairy 
And ſuch a kid and lamb are wond'rons rare, 
What virtue ſo ſevere, what maid fo vain, 

Such lovers, and ſuch preſeats to diſdain? 
Yet My, my dog, I dare a wager lay, 
As many tricks as both of them (hail play. 
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LYC.—But I two ſparrows will on thee beffow, 
Their plumes unſoil'd, and white as falling ſnow ; 
Venus herſelf had warm'd them in her breaſt, 

Had her unlucky ſon but found the neft, 

The ſprightly birds are bred ſo tame, they'll ftand, 
And chirp, and ſweetly prattle on thy hand; 
Wanton, among thy curling locks they'll creep, 

| And, if permitted, in thy boſom ſleep. ; 


| CLE.—Fair nymph, his boaſted ſparrows do not mind, 
As good in ev'ry common baſh I'M find, 
But I a pair of am'rons doves will bring, 
With ſhining plumes, and nicely-cheyuer'd wing; 
Their changing necks more various colours ſhow, 
Than Iris paints on the celeftial bow; 

Should Cytherea on them caft an eye, 
The birds ſhe'd with her 4 apple buy. 


MVNT.— Wich ſuch fine doves and ſparrows will 
J you patty 
Unthinking youths! to gain a trifling heart? 
On Fenus, who fo well their worth muſt know, 
The wondrous birds you'd better far beſtow : 
Your coſtly zeal the goddeſs may reward, 
Ang your foft vows Wy omen regard, 


LYC—-To crown thy temples garlands I'll compoſe 
Of fun- blown lilies, and the budding roſe ; 
With thoſe the golden hyacinth 11! twine, 

And bluſhing pinks, and purple vi'lets join; 
Fre ih noſegays from the fields each day 111 bring, 
Ms 'z up of all the ſweetneſs of the ſpring. 


| 2LE.—His wreaths and painted noſegays will decay, 
And loſe their proudeſt beauty in a day: 
But I've a gift which all his trifles mocks, 
As towards the beach I lately drove my deere, 
Three coral - ſprigs I found among the rocks: 
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Theſe nicely plac'd among thy braided hair, 
As little ornaments may ſerve my fair. 


MYRT.—With yellow byaciothe, pinks and vilets 
blue, 
In garlands wreath'd, and painted noſegays too, 
With coral-ſprigs ſo deck'd, and wond'rous fine, 
A lady of the May I ſhall out ſhine. 
But while I trim my braided locks ſo gay, 
And waſte in dreffing half the fleeting day, c 
My flocks, I fear, would, thus neglected, ſtray. 


LVC.— As on Alpheus* banks my ſheep were fed, 

I form'd a little barge of bending reed ; BY 

So cloſely wrought, and twiſted round the fides, 

That on the dancing wave Tecure it rides: 

In this, if thou wilt try the ſilver ſtream, 

Another ſea-born goddeſs thou ſhalt ſeem ; 

While twelve white ſwans, with wreathing woodbines 
ty'd, 

And taſſel'd flow'rs, the floating pomp ſhall guide. 


CLE.—On vonder hill, with lofty foreſts crown'd, 
A nymph of bright Diana's train I found, 
Who from her fiſters heedleſsly had ſtray'd; 
And, by a brutal Satyr ſeiz d, the maid c 
On her chaſte goddeſs call'd aloud for aid: 
I to her ſuccour running, nimbly threw 
A bearded arrow, which the monſter flew ; 
On me the grateful virgin would beſtow 
Her painted quiver, and her poliſh'd bow. 
The bow and gilded. ſhafts thou may'ſt command, 


And both are worthy of Diana's hand: - 


Thus arm'd, with me thou thro' the woods ſhalt rove, 
And ſeem another goddeſs of the grove, 


MYRT,—Thro' favage woods to hunt wild beaſls 
with thee, 
To love muſt needs a mighty motive be; 
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But I the dang 'rons pleaſure dare not prove, 

Ev*n to be thought a goddefs of the grove: 
Nor leſs I fear to try the promis d boat, 
And ventute on the dancing waves to float, 
I've no ambition o'er the floods to ride, 

Tho' drawn by ſwans, with wreathing woodbines A: 
Rather ſecute thro” peaceful vales I'd ſtray, 

And watch my flocks in humble ſhades all day. 

But if 4 tender thought could warm my breaſt, 

In two ſach wotthy lovers I were bleft ; 

Whoſe merits with ſach equal claims appear, 

That *twere injuſtice either to prefer ; 

While both rejected, both muſt be content; 

And treated thus, you've nothing to repent, 5 

But that, like me, an hour you've idly ſpetit. 


' ODE, ON BEAUTY, 


EAUTY, my foft tranſporting theme, 
Aſſiſt my muſe and all my foul inſlame; 
With ev'ry grace, and ev'ry tender charm, 
Exalt my fancy, and my boſom warm, 
1 hou canft the Coldeſt breaſt inſpire | 
With ſacred rapture, and refin'd defire: 
Not glory, frienditiip, wealth or liberty, 
Attract and chatm like thee. 
The prince, the ſwain, the tim'rous, aud the diere, 
Thou, by a fov'reign title, doſt inflave : 
Thee, ev'n the faint and libertine obey, 
And uncontrouPd and boundleſt is thy ſway. 


By thee the holy hermit fir'd, 
In eeſlaſies ſublime, 
Far from the ſenſual crowd tetir'd, 
Spends all his happy time; 
While ſmiling forms, and glorious viſions roll 
Ueaterrugeed thro? his raviſh'd foul, 
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Nor human minds alone thy pow'r confeſs, 
A kind of homage brutes themſelves expreſs; 
Vanquiſh'd by. thee, fierce lions quit their prey, 


And harmleſs o'er the Lybian deſerts ſtray. I, 
With admiration, ecſtaſy, and love, A' 
Thou fil the num'rous ſhining worlds above: A 
There are thy triumphs ſhown, | F. 
For thee each heav*nly lyre is ſtrung; N 
Thy force to no celeſtial breaſt unknown, N. 
Is the perpetual ſubject of their ſong. N 
The mighty Being whom we all adore, - wW 
Immortal Beauty ! owns thy pow'r: F. 
A whole eternity roll'd on, ; T 
While with his own ſupreme perfections he A 
Solac'd himſelf, immenſely bleſt in thee, 

And pleas'd with the bright images which ſhone 
In his own beatific mind, Ir 
1 He all things viſible by them def ign'd, v 
5 And after thoſe complete ideas wrought. It 
'F When from the black abyſs of night C 
| He drew the beauteous light, A 


= And comely order-from confuſion brought; 
_ He rais'd the ſparkling arches of the ſkies, 
1 And bade the ſun in golden ſplendor riſe ; 
=_ > He gave the moon her filver blaze, 
| And lent the glitam'ring ftars their rays. 
To him the morning owes her crimfon veſt ; 
> His kill with flow*rs the ſmiling valleys dreſt, 
8 | And cloth'd with various furs the beaſt ; 
|| In ſhining ſcales he arm'd the finny race, 
| And gave the painted birds their plumy grace, 
x Nor here creation ceas'd ; 
| With the great work th' almighty Maker pleas'd, 
Still from a brighter copy of his mind, 
He man with godlike faculties deſign'd: 
Surveying then the univerfe around, 
© The univerſe ts approbarion found, 5 
Jn ev'ry part with perfect Beauty crown'd; 
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ON LOVE. 
JENUS, the beauteous offspring of the day, 
From thy bright orb dart one propitious ray; 
Awake the geutleſt paſſions in my breaſt, 
And be thy pow'r thro” all my foul confeft. 
From faithleſs waves thou art but feign'd to riſe, 
Nor gloomy Saturn give thee to the ſkies ; 
No wanton crowds at Cyprus thee invok'd, 
Nor impious incenſe on thy altars ſmok'd. 
Divine thy lineage, thy reſplendent ſtar, 
With cheerful glory glads the fields of air : 
From thee the ſweet, the fertile ſpirit flows, 
That (ſource of life) throꝰ total nature glows, | 
And bids her jarring parts one beauteous ALL com- 
poſe. 
The poets juſtly would thy pomp diſplay, 
In dazzling triumph rolling o'er the ſea : 
While all the ranks of life, or ſenſe, that rife 
In fields, or floods, or thro” the ſpacious ficies, 
Confeſs the force of thy inſpiring flame, 
Aad pay their homage to thy mighty name, 
— — 
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A delights the verdant field, 
The grove; and moſſy fountain yield; 
Whate'er the gontle, blooming ſpring, 
Or ſummer in their glory bring ; 

Let them all conſpire to bleſs 

Belinda, in her ſoft receſs. | 

All ye tuneful feather'd throng, _ 

Salute her in your artleſs ſong. 

Ye Zephrt, flying thro' the vales, 

Meet her with your fragrant gales. 
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Ve purling brooks, indulge her ſleep, 

And gently by your borders creep. 

Whene'er ſhe wanders o'er the green, 

Let all Arcadia there be ſeen, 

May the charming viſions riſe, - 

That dance before the poet's eyes, 

Whea the ſolitary muſe 

Does rural ſhades its ſubje& chuſe ; 

While nymphs, like Stairs, adorn the ſcene, 

Graceful, like her's, their looks and mien. 
Hence, ye gilded toys of ſtate, 

Ye formal follies of the great, 5 | 

Nor Cer diſturb this peaceful ſeat. 

No ſound of faction hither fly, 

Ambition, hate, or jealouſy ; 

No envious tattle enter here, 

That wrongs the innocent and fair: 

But let the graces and the loves 

Wander round theſe genie groves, 

And baniſh from Belinda's breaſt, 

Whatever may her joys moleſt ; 

While here ſhe finds that ſoft repoſe, 

Which from virtue only flows. 


— 


A PASTORAL. , 


= vain my muſe would imitate the firains 
mm _—_ the nymphs on Windſor's verdant - 


Where = with wond'rons art in tuneful lays, 
Won from A4po/lo's hand immortal bays. 

The morning ſcarce appear'd; when Phillis roſe, 
And call'd Aminta from a ſhort repoſe: 
With cautious ſteps they left the peaceful bow'r, 
Both, by appointment, choſe the filent hour, 
To tell, in rural firains, their mutual care, 
Aud the ſoft ſecret of their breafis to ſhare 3 
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Securely ſeated near the purling fiream, 
By turns they fing, while love ſupplies the theme. 
PHILLIS. 


The ſtarry lights above are ſcarce expir'd, 
And ſcarce the ſhades from open plains retir'd ; 
The tuneful lark has hardly ftretch'd her wing, 
Ang warbling linets juſt begin to fing; 

Nor yet induſtrious bees their hives forſake, 
Nor ſkim the fiſh the ſarface of the lake. 


AMINTAS, 

Nor yet the flow'rs diſcloſe their various hue, 
But fold their leaves, oppreſt with hoary dew ; 
Blue miſts around conceal the neighb'ring hills, 
And duſky fogs hang o'er the murm'ring rills; 
While Zephyr faintly fighs among the trees, 

And moves the branches with a lazy breeze: 
No jovial pipe reſounds along the plains, 
Safe in their hamlets fleep the drowſy ſwains. 


PHIL.—-For me Myrtillo ſighs ; the charming youth 
Perſuades with fo much eloquence and truth, 
Whene'er he talks, my flocks unheeded Qiray, 

To hear him I could linger out the day, 
Untir'd til} night, till all the ſtars were gone, 
Till o'er the eaſtern hills the morn came on. 


AMIN.—For me Sjilvander pines, as full of . 
In ſecret too, perhaps, I love the youth; 
Yet treat him ill, while with diſſembled pride 
I mock his vows, his ſoft complaints deride ; 
And fly him ſwifter thaa à ſportive fawn 
Skips thro' the woods, and dances o'er the lawn, 


PHIL.—Unpraftis'd in the turns of female art, 
My looks declare the meaning of my heart; 
To own ſo juſt and innocent a flame, 
Can fix no blemiſh on avirgin's name. 
When firft my lips the tender truths expreſs'd, 
A thouſand joys Myrtillo's eyes confeſs'd, 
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AMIN,—No'boaſting ſwain ſuch truths from mo 
ſhall hear, 

Such words ſhall never reach Sikvander's ear, 
With Te once, his favour'd dog, I play'd, 
Which from his maſter thro* the woods had ſtray d; 
Still on the path my watchful eyes I kept, 
When from the thicket the pleasgd owner ſtept ; 
His ſmiling looks an inward joy confeſs'd, 
To find by me the darling dog careſs'd ; 
Surpriz'd, from off my lap his dog I threw, 
And ſwift as lightaing thro? the foreſt flew, 


PHIL.—Whene'er Myrtillo's ſportive kid I find, 
With wreathing flow'rs his twiſted horns I bind, 
And fondly ſtroke him in his maſter's ſight, 
Nor e'er abuſe the harmleſs thing in ſpite, . : 
Or thiak the ones favour worth my flight. 


AMIN. =The nymphs and ſwains Apollo*s revels 
grac'd, 
In ſprightly dances the ſmooth green they trac'd; 
Sytvander begg'd I would his partner ftand, 
I turn'd, and gave to Cori/as my hand. 


PHIL.—1 to Myrtillo did my hand refuſe ; 
But after that, no other ſwain would chuſe : 
At Cynthia's revels Hylas ſtrove in vain, 
Aud Lycidas the favour to obtain, 


With jeſſ'min, pinks, and purple vi'lets fraught, 
With modeſt zeal, to me Silvander brought: 

His preſent I rejected with diſdain, 

And threw the fragrant treaſures on the plain, 
Soon as the youth retir'd, with wond'rous care 

I ſearch them round, nor would one bloſſom ſpare ; 
With ſome, in wreaths, my curling locks I grac'd, 
And others uicely-in my boſom plac'd, 


AMIN. -A baſket of the fineſt ruſhes wrought, ? 
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PHIL,—Freſh' ſprigs of myrtle oft my breaft adorn, 


And roſes gather d in a dewy morn: 
Of all the garden's flow'ry riches, theſe 
Myrtillo loves, aud I his fancy pleaſe, 


AMIN,—Sitvander told a ſecret in my ear, 
Which twice I made pretences not to hear; 
He nearer drew, invited to the bliſs, 

And in the am'rous whiſper ſtole a Kiſs, 

My rifing bluſhes the bold theft reveal'd, 
Dorinda ſcarce from laughing out with-held: 
J left the ſhepherd, feign'd myſelf enrag'd, 
And with his rival in diſcourſe engag d. 


PHIL.—In yonder bow'r I ſat, when tow'rds the 
place 
Myrtillo haſten'd with a lover's pace; 
I feign'd myfelf to carclefs fleep reſign'd, 
My head againſt a moſly bank reclin'd ; 
Approaching near, ſweet may thy flumbers be, 
He ſoftly cry'd, and all thy dreams of me! 
I laugh'd, nor longer could conceal the cheat, 
But told the am'rous youth the fond deceit. 


AMIN.—When in the echoing vale Silvander plays, 
And on his reed performs the rural lays; 
Behind the ſhading trees I oft retire, ; 
And undiſcover'd, the ſweet notes admire: 
But when iu public I his aumbers heard, 
To his, unſkilful Egor's, I prefer'd; 
Tho” with the ſwan's expiring melody, 
The cuckow's tireſome note as well may vie. 


PHIL. —Whate'er Myrtillo diftates meets applauſe, 
His voice attention ſtill as midnight draws ; 
His voice more gentle than the ſummer's breeze, 
That mildly whiſpers thro? the trembling trees; 
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Soft a5 the nightingale's complaining ſong, 
Or murm'ring curxents as they roll along 
Without diſguiſe the ſkilful youth I praife, N * 
Admire his numbers, and repeat his lays. 


10 


PHILOMELA. 


Occn/oned by her Poem on the Death of her Huſband, 
W=- you in ſoft harmonious ſtrains bewail 
Your dear Alexis, we attend the tale, 
And loſe our grief, as kinder thoughts prevail. 


Juſtly you tell what merit in him ſhone, 
Yer, tho? unartfully, you then make known, . * 
Ia more reſplendent characters, your own. 


"Twas thought unjuſt by his unſpotted mind, 
Such matchleſs worth ſhould be to one contin'd ; 
So modeſtly he all bis right refign'd. 


Since then you muſt the ſacred paſion move 
In each admiring ſwain, how can you prove 
To him more faithful, than once more to love ? 


UU 


: | THE 


| RESIGNATION. 

= „Tiis done! the darling idol I reſign, © 

| Unfit to ſhare a heart ſo juſtly thine ; 
Nor can the heav'oly call unwelcome be, 

4 That till invites my ſoul more near to thee ; 

Thou doſt but take the dying lamps away, 

To bleſs me with thy own unmingl'd day. 
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Ye ſhades, ye phantoms, and ye dreams, adieu! 
With ſmiles I now your parting glories view. 

I ſee the hand, I worſhip, I adore, 

And juſtify the great diſpoſing Pow'r. 

Divine advantage! O immortal gain! 

Why ſhould my fond, ungrateful heart complain? 
Whate'er of beauty in his ample round 

The ſun ſurveys, in thee is brighter found ; 
Whate'er the ſkies, in all their ſplendid coſt, 
Their beamy pride, and majeſty can boaſt ; 
Whate'er the reſtleſs mind of man defires ; 
Whate'er an angel's vaſter thonght admires ; 
In thee *tis found in its unchanging height, 
Thou firſt great ſpring of beauty and delight! 
What have I loſt of excellent, or fair, 

Of kind, or good, that thou can'ſt not repair? 
What have I loft of truth or amity, 

But what deriv'd its gentle ſource from thee ? 
What is there here of excellence, or grace, 


Which one bright ſmile from thee would not efface ? 


At one kind look, one ſparkling glance of thine, 
Created pride muſt languiſh and decline, 

'Tis done, at laſt, the great deciding part! 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 
It pants for joys which that can ne'er beſtow, 
And ſpreads itſelf too wide for all below; 

It leaves the vaſt creation far behind, 
And preſſes forward free and unconfin'd : 
I ſee a boundleſs proſpeR ſtill before, 
And dote upon my former joys no more; 
Celeſtial paſhons Kindle in my ſoul, 
And every low, inglorious thought controul. 
O come! ye ſacred guſts, ye pure delights, 
Ye heav*nly ſounds, ye intellectual fights; 
Ye gales of paradiſe that lull to reſt, 
And fill with filent calms the peaceful breaſt ; 
With you, tranſporting hopes, that boldly rife, 
And ſwell, in bliſsful torrents, to the ſkies ; 
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That ſoar with angels on their ſplendid, wjngs, 
And ſearch, th! arcang of celeſtial, things. | 
Here let me dwell, and, bid the world adieu, 
And till converſe, ye glorious ſcenes, with yon. 
Keep far away, for ever far frum hence, 
Ye gaudy ſhews, and flatt'ring ſnares of ſenſe; 
Ye gay varieties on earth, adieu 
However ſoft, and pleaſing to the view: 
And all ye dazzling wonders of the ſkies, 
Ev'n you my now aſpiring thoughts deſpiſe; 
No more your blandiſhments my heart detain, 
Beauty and pleaſure make their, court in vain ; 
ObjeRs divine and infinite in view, 
Seize all my pow'rs, ye fading toys, from you, 

'Tis finiſh'd now, the great deciding part 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haft all my heart; 
It triumphs in the change, it fixes here, 
Nor needs another ſeparation fear. 
No fatal chance thro? endleſs years ſhall riſe, 
The ſeries of my pleaſures to ſurpriſe ; 
No various ſcenes to come, no change of place 
Shall e'er thy image from my ſoul eftace ; 
Nor life, nor death, nor diſtant height above, 
Nor depths below, ſhall part me from thy love. 


TRANSLATED FROM 


THE ITALIAN OF PETRUCCI. 
Content atevi, a cieli chiariffinu, &c. 
| gp et me, O ye radiant ſkies, 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 
While you the envious curtains prove, 
That from my fight conceal my love. 
J know my guilty eyes unmeet 
The ſplendor of the ſtats to-greet, 
And more deſerve to view below 


The caves where ſtreams of ſulphur. glow : 
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Theſe proſpecta all my ſoul confound, 

My hopes in vaſt deſpair are drown'd ; 

Till 1 the glorious methods trace, 

The triumphs of almighty. grace; 

When thus my ſoul tranſported cries, 
Permit me, O ye radiant ſkies, 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 
While you the envious curtains prove, 
That hide the obje& of my love. 


Ye ftarry lights, ye gaudy flames, 
That deck the ſpheres with golden beams, 
You, that pave the milky way, 
You that conſtant rules obey, c 
Or wand'ring, thro? the ether, ſtray; 
In your gay courſes ye declare 
How much more bright thoſe glories are, 
By everlaſting love prepar'd. 
Unſhaken virtue to reward, 
Thy joys, vain world, no more invite 
My flatter'd ſenſe to falſe delight ; 
Celeſtial objects fire my ſoul, 
And ev ry humbler with controul. 
Permit me then, ye radiant ſkies, 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 
For you the envious curtains prove, 
1 hat from my fight conceal my love. 


But while 1 fondly gaze on you, 
Ard bid all human things adieu, 0 
Your beauties all my pain renew. 
Then view the anguiſh of my breaft, 
With love, impatient love, diſtreſt; 
T hoſe interpoſing clouds divide, 
That all my joys and treaſure hide ; 
But you are deaf,——Ye ſons of light, 
That gaze on the tranſporting fight, 
And loſe yourſelves in vaſt delight; 
That know the boundleſs heights of love, 
Yet nothing but its pleaſures prove: 
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Oh! tell me where my Lord to find, 

For you are ſtill to mortals kind; 

Yet now, regardleſs of my care, 

You leave to winds my fruitleſs pray'r: 
Permit me then, ye radiant fkies, 
On your gay heights to fix mihe eyes; 
Since you the envious curtains prove, 


| That from my ſight conceal my love, 


. | Thou charming author of my pain, 
Let me at laſt my ſuit obtain; | 
| | Or if deny'd fo high a grace, 
| In the bright ſkies to view thy face, : 
Thy paths I'd thro? ſome deſert trace; 
Savage as that, where thon the ſcorn 
Of tempting fiends, for me haſt borne ; 
Or to the diſmal garden's ſhade, 
Where terrors did thy foul invade; 
Or let me climb, to follow thee, 


The painful ſteep of Calvary : 0 i 
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| However gloomy be the place, 

May I but there behold thy face; 

A paradiſe to me "twill prove, 

High heav'n, and all the joys above: 

But, ah! my pray'rs are ftill deny'd, 

And till thou doſt thy beanties hide, 

Permit me then, ye radiant ſkies, 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 

Since you the envious curtains prove, 
That hide the object of my love. 


ON THE DIVINE GOODNESS, 


WAKE, my ſoul, and to th* Almighty King, 
In lofty ftrains, triumphant praiſes ſing; 
Let all thy pow'rs their nobleſt force excite, | 
And ſpread his glory with fincere delight ; , 
Extol him with uninterrupted joy, 
And let his love thy longeſt breath employ. 
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O come, you bleſt adorers of his name, 

And liſten while his goodneſs I proclaim ; 

But, oh! my trembling tongue attempts in vain 
The boundleſs ſubject, in a mortal ſtrain ; 

Some angel lend me his melodious lyre, 

And with celeſtial fcill my breaſt inſpire; 

On wings of ſacred rapture let me riſe, 

And join my hallelujabs with the ſkies. 

But, mighty God, how ſhall a mortal worm, 

A ſpan of earth, the glorious taſk perform; 
Swallow'd'in pleaſure and divine furprize, 

I view thy loye%s unbounded myſteries: 

In all thy wond'rous paths I gladly trace 
Indulgent goodneſs and ſtupendous grace. 
When I the dreadful precipice ſurvey, 

Where thoughtleſs and inſenſible I lay; 

While fiery billows rolled along below, 

And gaping gulphs ſhew'd ſcenes of endleſs woe: 
Twas then, *twas then, unmeaſurable love 

Did to my ſoul its glorious methods prove. 


PSALM LXIII. 


O GOD, my firſt, my laſt, my ſtedfaſt choice, 
My boundleſs bliſs, the ſpring of all my joys! 
I'll worſhip thee before the filver moon, 
With filent pace has reach'd her clondy noon ; 
Before the ſtars the midnight ſxies adorn, 
Long, long before the flow approach of morn. 
Thee I'll invoke, to thee glad anthems fing, 
And with my voice join each harmonious firing : 
The midnight echoes at thy name ſhall wake, 
And on their wings the joyful burthen take; 
While one bright ſmile from thee, one pleaſing ray, 
Thro' the fill ſhades ſhall dart celeſtial day. 

As the ſcorch'd trav'ller in a deſett land, 
Tracing, with weary , the butning ſand 
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And fainting underneath'the flerce extremes 
Of raging thirſt, longs for refreſhing ſtreume, 
80 pants my ſoul, with ſuch an eager ſtrife 
I follow thee, the ſacred ſpring of life, 
Open the boundleſs treaſures of thy grace, 
And let me once more ſte thy lovely face ; 
As I have ſeen thee in thy bright abode, 
When all my pow'rs confeſt the preſent God. 
There I could ſay, and mark the happy place, 
'Twas there I did his glorious footſteps trace; 
Twas there (O let me raiſe an altar there!) 
I ſaw as much of heav'n as mortal ſenſe could bear; 
There from his eyes I met the heav'nly beam, 
That kindled in my ſoul this deathleſs flame. 
Life, the moſt valu'd good that mortals prize, 
Compar'd to which, we all things elſe deſpiſe; 
Life, in its vig*rous pride, with all that's ftor'd 
In the extent of that important word ; 
Ev'n life itſelf, my God, without thy love, 
A tedious round of vanity would prove. 
Grant me thy love, be that my glorious lot, 
Swallow'd in that, be all things elſe forgot 
And while thoſe heav'nly flames my breaſt inſpire, 
I'll call up all my pow'rs and touch the tuneful lyre ; 
With all the eloquence of grateful lays, 
IU fing thy goodneſs, and recite thy praiſe. 
The charming theme ſhall till my ſoul employ, 
And give me foretaſtes of immortal joy; 
With filent rapture, not to be expreſt, 
My eager wiſhes here ſhall richly feaſt, 
When ſullen night its gloomy curtain ſpreads, 


And ſoothing ſleep its drowſy influence ſheds, 


Il baniſh flatt'ring ſlumbers from my eyes, 

And praiſe thee till the golden morning riſe; 

Thofe filent hours ſhall conſecrated be, 

And thro” the lining ſhades I'll ſend my vom to thee, 
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PSALM LXXII. 


* Prince of righteouſneſs and peace, 
The hope of all mankind! 
Ihe poor, in thy unblemiſh d reign, 

Shall free protection ud. 


Secure of juſt redreſs, to thee 
Th oppreſs'd his cauſe ſhall bring; 
While with the fruits of ſacred peace 
The joyful fields ſhall ſpring. 


Thro? endleſs years thy glorious name 
The righteous ſhall adore, 

When ſun and moon Have run their courſe, 
And meaſure time no more. 


Thou ſhalt deſcend like the ſoft drops 
Of kind celeſtial dews; 

Or as a ſhow'r, whoſe gentle fall 
The joyfal ſpring renews. 


The juſt ſhall flouriſh in thy days, 
And ſacred truth abound, 

While in the ſkies the changing moon 
Reſtores her nightly round, 


Peace ſhall with balmy wings o'crſhade 
Our favour'd walls around : 

With graſs the meads, with plenteous corn, 

Ihe mountains ſhall be crown'd, 


A handful ſcatter'd on the earth, 
Shall riſe a wond'rous crop! ; 
The loaded fialks ſhall bend like trees 

On Lebanon's high top. 


Thy glory no eclipſe ſhall ſee, 
But ſhine divinely bright, 
While from his orb the radiant ſan 
Darts undiminiſh's light. 
; 14 
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Converted nations, bleſt in thee, 
Shall magaify thy grace, 

Call thee their glorious Ranſomer, 
And hope of all their race, 


With love and ſacred rapture fir'd, 
Thy lofty name we'll fing: 

Thou only wond”rous things haft done, 
The everlaſting King ! 

From all the corners of the earth 
Let grateful praiſe aſcend : 

Let loud mens, and joyful ſhouts, 
The ſtarry convex read. 


PSASM CXLVI. 


EPARE the voice, and tune the joyful lyre, 
And let the glorious theme my ſoul inſpire: 

To thee, my God, I fing; thy mighty name 
With heav'nly rapture ſhall my ſoul inflame. 
My tuneful homage ſhall like incenſe riſe, 
And glad the air, and reach th* approving fkies; 
While life and breath remain, the ſacred ſong 
Shall fill my breaſt, and dwell upon my tongue. 

As ſome fair ſtructure, whoſe firm baſis lies 
On firength of rocks, the threat'ning winds defies ; 
$0 ſiedfaſtly my hopes on Heav'n are plac'd, 
Nor earth, nor hell, my confidence can blaſt, 
Let others ſtill for human help attend, 
And on the flatt'ries of the great depend; 
Relentleſs death ſhall mock their airy truft, 
And lay their boaſted confidence in duſt. 
As the fantaſtic viſions of the night, 
Before the op'ning morning take their flight, 
So periſh all the boaſts of men, their pride, 
Aud vain deſigns, the laughing ſkies deride. 
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But he alone ſecurely guarded lives, 
To whom the mighty God protection gives; 
The mighty God, who made the ſtedfaſt earth, 
And gave the ſprings that ſwell the ocean birth; 
Who form'd the ſlars, and ſpread the circling ſkies, 
And bade the ſua fn all his glory riſe: 
No breach of faithfulneſs his honour ſtains, 
With day and night his word uachang'd remains : 
On human woes he looks with pitying eyes, 
To help th' oppreſs'd, and anſwer all their cries; 
J he orphan's ſoft complaint, and widow's tears, 
Obtain redreſs, and fix his liſt' ning ears: 
His throne from changes ſtands for ever free, 
And his dominion ſhall no period ſee. 


CANTICLES, 


CHAP. VI. VER. V. 

O VEIL thy heav'nly beauties from my ſight? 

I cannot yet ſuſtain celeſtial gt. 
The dazzling-luftre of thy eyes controul, 
Their pointed glories wound my tender ſoul ; 
I cannot yet theſe ſacred tranſports beaf, 
Too feeble I, thou tom divinely fair. 
Return to the gay climes of day again, 
Celeſtial frames thy ſplendor may ſuſtain ;, 
Acquainted with thoſe bright, thoſe bleſt extremes 
With ſtedfaſt eyes they met thy glorious beams; 
Unveil'd they view the radiant Deity, 4 
Loft in the heights of bliſsful ecſtaſy ;, ö 
But, oh! theſe flights are too ſublime for me; 
Theſe raptures would my brittle flame defirpy, 
And overcome me with exceſs of joy : | 
Then veil thy heav ly beauties from my fght, 
I cannot yet ſuſtain celeſtial light. 
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CANTICLES, 


CHAP, VIII. VER, VI. 


SET me as a fignal on thy heart, 

And let the deep impreſſion ne*er depart ! 
O let me ne'er by thee abandon'd prove 

I were undone, if thou ſhould change thy love; 
I could no greater mis'ry undergo, 

"T were hell itſelf, the blackeſt hell of woe! 

My hopes, my joys are plac'd in thee alone, 
Robb'd of thy ſmiles and favour, all were gone. 
My life, my happineſs depends on the, 
Without thee what were all the world to me: 

I ſhould deteft the light and vital air, 

And waſte my days in ſorrow and deſpair. 
Forgive my fears, the ſure effect of love, 

Its mighty force and violence they prove. 

1 he thoughts of loſing thee I cannot bear, 
Leſs cruel death, than that tormenting fear; 

It blaſts my blooming joys, diſturbs my reft, 
And fills with deep anxiety my breaſt : 

That thou mayſt once my wretched ſoul deſert, 
This cruel doubt wounds my deſponding heart. 


A HYMN. 


In Imitation of Canticles, F. v. 6, 7. 


pure inhabitants of light, 
Ye virgin minds above, 
That feel the ſacred violence, 
And mighty force of love, 


By all your boundleſs joys, by all 
Your love to human kind, 

I charge you to inſtruct me where 
My abſent Lord to find. 


| 
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I've ſearch'd the pleaſant vales and plains, 
And clim'd the hills around; 


But no glad tidings of my love, 
Among the ſwains have found. 


Il ve oft invok'd him in the ſhades, 


By ev'ry ſtream and rock; 
The rocks, the ftreams, and echoing ſhades, 
My vain induſtry mock. 


I trac'd the city's noiſy ſtreets, 
And told my cares aloud ; 

But no intelligence could meet 

- Among the thoughtleſs crowd. 


I ſearch'd the temple round, for there 
He oft has bleſt my fight, 

And half unveil'd, of his lov'd face, 
Diſclos'd the heav*nly light, 

But with theſe glorious views, no more 
I feaſt my raviſh'd eyes, 

For veil'd with interpoſing clouds, 
My eager ſearch he flies, 

O could I in ſome deſert land 
His ſacred foot-ſteps trace, 

I'd with a glad devotion kneel, 
And bleſs the happy place. - 


I'd follow him o'er burning ſands, 
Or where perpetual ſnow 

With horrid aſpe& clothes the ground, 
To find my Lord I'd go. 


: Nor ſtormy ſeas ſhould ſtay my _ 


Nor unfrequented ſhore, 

Nor craggy A, nor deſert waſtes 
Where hungry lions roar. 

Thro” ranks of interpoſing deaths 
To his embrace I'd fly, 

And to enjoy his bliſsful ſmiley, 
Would be content to die. 
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CANrICLES, 


CHAP. I. VERSE II. 


0 TELL me thou, for whom I prove 
The ſofteſt langniſhments of love, 
Thou, dearer than all human things, 
From whom my pureſt pleaſure ſprings, 
Thou lovely object of my care, 

Whom more than life I prize'by far; 

O tell me in what verdant mead, | 
Or flow'ry vale, thy flocks are fed; 

Or by what filver currents fide, 

Thou zeatly doſt their footſteps guide? 
Inſtruct me to what ſhade they run, 
The noon-day's ſcorching heat to ſhun. 
They follow thee, they hear thy voice, 
And at the well known ſound rejoice : 
O let me too that muſic hear, 

Let one kind whiſper reach mine ear; 
My ſoul ſhall that ſoft call obey, 

Nor longer from thee wildly ſtray. 


— 
CANTICLES, 


CHAP.V. pi 
=” night had now her gloomy curtains ſpread, 
And ev'ry cheerful beam of light was fled; 
This diſmal night, my Lord, who neꝰer before 
Had met a cold refuſal at my door, 
Approach'd, and with a voice divinely ſweet, 


My ears with theſe perſuading word s did greet: 


My faireſt ſpouſe, my ſiſter, and my love 


(But, ah! no more theſe charming names could move) 4 


« Ariſe, for thro* the midnight ſhades and dew 
] thee, the object of my cares, purſue.” . 
His heav*nly voice and moving words I heard, 
And knew the bleſt deſign my Lord prepar'd ; 
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| | But long, with poor encuſes, I delay'd, 

And careleſs firetch'd on my enticing bed. 
Tir'd with my cold delay, Farewel,” he cries: { 
Theſe killing words my fainting ſoul ſurprize ; 
With fear diſtracted to the door I run, 
But, oh! the treaſure of my life was gone; 
Yet of his recent preſence figns 1 found, 
| For heav*nly fragrance fill'd the air around. 
I rove wherever love directs my feet, 
And call aloud, but no return could meet ; 
Echoes alone to my complaint repl 
In mournful ſounds, a8 thro* the ſhades I fly. 
I from the watchmen hop'd, in vain, relief, 
With cruel ſcorn they mock®d'my pious grief, 
But you, Ferwfalem's fair daughters, you 
That know what pity to my cares is due, 
O! if you meet the obje of my love, 
Tell him what torments for his ſake I prove; 
j Tell him how tenderly his loſs I moan, 


Tell him that all my joys with him are gone, 
Tell him his preſence makes my heav'n; and tell, 
O tell him, that his abſence is my hell! 
What bright perfeQions does he then poſſeſs, 
For whom thou-doſt this tender grief expreſs? 
O! he's diſtinguiſh'd from all human race, 
By ſach peculiar, ſuch immortal grace, 
OY That you among ten thouſand may defcry 
His heav'nly form, and find for whom 1 die. 
There's nothing which on earth we lovely call, 
But he ſurpaſſes, far ſurpaſſes all, 
He's fairer than the ſpotleſs orbs of light, 
Nor falling ſnow, compar'd to him, is white, 
The roſes that his lovely face adorn, 
 Out-bluſh the purple glories of the morn. 
Y The waving ringlets of his graceful hair, | 
| Black as the ſhining plumes the ravens wear. . 
4 His eyes would win the moſt obdurate heart, 
Li ViRtorious love in ev*'ry look they dart. 
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His balmy lips diffuſe divine perfumes, 
And on his cheek a bed of ſpices blooms, 


With veins which with the ſaphires may compare. 
Stately his height, as thoſe fair trees which crown, . 
With graceful pride, the brow of Lebanon. 

His voice ſo ſweet, no harmony is found 


He's altogether lovely——This is he 
So much beloy'd, fo much ador'd by me. 


D — 
ON THE 


PICTURE OF KING GEORGE I. 


UCH native goodneſs, ſuch a regal grace, 
Was never ſtamp'd on any vulgar face; 
The ſacred charaQers ſo clearly ſhine, 


- — Wi" 
TO MR. PRIOR, © 


„is $0LoMON, 


. MUSE devoted to celeſtial things, 
Again for thee profanes th' immortal firings ; 

The ftars, the myrtle ſhade, and roſy bow'r, 
She quits, to revel in thy iv'ry tow'r; 
The muſic of the ſpheres and heav*nly throngs 
She minds no more to liſten to thy ſongs. 
Inchanted with thy lovely Hebrew king, 
Gabriel in vain diſplays his purple wing; 
Roaſts of his golden zone, and bright attire, 
His ſtarry crown, ſoft voice, and charming lyre; 
With all his fine addreſs, and glitt'ring ſhew, 
The muſe abandons the celeftial beau: 


His breaſt, like poliſh'd iv*ry, ſmooth and fair, \ 43 4 | 


On earth to equal the delightful ſound. 2 


Twere impious not to own the right divine . 9 


4 «6 _ Aa df 


(183 ] 
Perverted by the Yew monarch's eyes, 
She fondly turns apoſtate to the fries, 
And envies A beauty, while it ſhines 
With undecaying bloom in Pricr”s lines. 


A SONNET. 


Tran/lated from the Italian of Signior Roll, 
Canzonetta XXIII. 
er- gently on thou murm' ung brook, 
And ſoothe my tender grief; 
*T was here the fatal wound I took, 
"Tis here I ſeek relief, 


With Silvio, on the verdant ſhore 
I fondly ſat reclin'd, 

Believ'd the charming things he ſwore, 
Too credulous and kind! 


While thus he ſaid; This purling fiream 
© Back to its ſpring ſhall flow, 
© O Pafterella! cer my flame 
© The leaſt decay ſhall know.” 


Ye conſcious waves, roll back again! 
Back to your cryſtal head! 

The falſe, ungrateful, perjur'd ſwain, 
Has broke the vows he made. 


And yet he ſwore, till the laſt breath 
Of life he ſhould refign, 

Till fate ſhould cloſe his eyes in death, 
His ſtedfaſt love was mine. 


Perhaps ſome fairer ſhepherdeſs 

His faithleſs breaſt has warm'd, 

And thoſe kind vows and foft addrefs, 
Her guiltleſs heart has charm'd. 


Bur tell the nymph, thou gentle fiream, 
If eer ſhe viſits thee, 

The treach'rous youth has vow'd the ſame, 
Yet broke his faith with me, 
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AN | 
( 
ANSWER TO AN ITALIAN SONG, 
THAT BEGINS. THUS: 
Venere bella, per un inſtante, 
Ded, mi concede le grazie tutte 
Del dio d amor, Sc. 
HE ſoft petition ſoon aſcends, 
Nor wanders thro? the air, 
Smiling the Queen of love attends 
To her new vot'ry's pray'r. 
Aſk any thing, the Goddeſs cries, 
In this propitious hour; 
My breaſt is fill'd with glad ſurprize, 
To hear thee own my pow'r. 
To thee my charms and geatle art, 
With pleaſure I:refign : | 
Cupid preſents thee ev'ry dart, 
His conqu”ring bow is thine. 


Had I deſcrid'd my tender care 
In thy harmonious ftrain, 

Adonis had been won to hear 
A Goddeſs tell her pain. 


— 
Wo | 
DESCRIPTION. OF THE DRQUGHT. 
Tran/lated from the beginning of the XI1Ith book of 
Tu Jeruſalem. 


HILE Godfrey in his active mind revolves. 


The martial plan, and mighty things reſolves, 
Now enter d the celeſtial Crab, the ſun, 
With beams direct, N heat darts down; 


L 185: 1 


The ſacred troops, for warlike toil unfit, 
Drooping beneath their uſeleſs armour fie. 
Each geatle ftar's extinguiſh'd in the fries, . 
While in their ſtead ill- boding planets riſe ; 
Which on the army noxious fervors ſhed, 

And thro? the air a baleful influence ſpread. 
Horrors on horrors riſe, a fatal night 

Succeeds the fatal day's malignant light ; 

The fatal day's malignant light reveals 

Signs of new terror, and augmented ills. 

The ſun all dreadful in his rifing ſeems, 

With ſanguine trefſes, and polluted beams; 
With blood diftain'd his radiant face appears, 
And ſad preſages all his aſpect wears: 

Till having gain'd the zenith's burning height, 
He darts a ſtronger, and more piercing light; 
Blaſts all the verdant beauty of the meads, 
While ev'ry plant and flow'ry blofſom fades. 
Mountains and valleys deſolate appear, 

Ide cleaving hills all wither'd, curſt, and bare, : 
The diſmal marks of Heav*n's diſpleaſure wear. 
The rivers at their inmoſt ſprings decay, 
While horrid ſigus the fiery clouds diſplay, 
The airy ſpace a ſmoking furnace ſeems, 

With fiifling vapours, and pernicious ſteams. 
To cool the air no geatle gales ariſe, 

Each Zephyr filent in his cavern lies; - 
Only the ſouth from Afric's burning ſands, 
With ſcorching blaſts infeſts the Chrifian bands: 
Nor milder breezes with the ev*ning come, 
But ſultry Rtill, and all inflam'd the gloom; 
While gliding fires, and comers ftrangely bright, 
Glare chro? the ſable ſhadows of the, night. 
The languid moon ſheds from her filent ſphere 
No cooling dews the thirſty ground to cheer. 
The flow'rs decay, each tree and verdant plant 
Pine at their roots, and vital moiſture want. 
From theſe unquiet nights ſleep takes its flight) 
In vain the treops the drowſy ged invite. 


| 
| 
' 
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But thirft, of all their ils the work, remains, 
He dies who drinks, he dies whoe'er adftains ; 


For poiſons, mingied by the Pagan king, 


InfeQed ev*ry fiream, and dubbling fpring + 

Like gloomy Styx, or curſed deren, 

The black, contagious, troubled waves roll en. 

Scarce filver S glides above its ſands, 

Whoſe ftreams before ſupply q the Clrifian bands : 

But now the ſwelling Po, that mighty fiream, 

To fate their thirſt would ſcarce ſufficient ſeem ; 

Nor Ganges, nor great Nite, when all around 

His riſing waves v'erflow their loftieſt bound. 
tempting theughe of cool unſully q fireams, 

And bubbling ſprings, the fierce diſeaſe inflates 3 

And he who had obſerv'd ſome cryſtal pool, 

Or down the Alps a liviag torrent roll, 

Recals the flattring images again, 

Which ſtill exaſperates his fervid pain. 

The mightieft chiefs, with noble heat inſpir d, 

Whom neither arms, nor t oilſome march had tir'd, 

Projected now, and gaſping on the ground, 

Unweildy burthens to themſelves are found; 

While inward fires, by flow degrees, exhauſt 

Their vital ſprings, and manly vigour waſte, | 

The fteed, late fierce, now ſcorns bis proffer'd meat, 

And faulters in his once imperious gait ; 

His former victories are all contemn'sd, 

With martial glory now no more inflam'd : 

His rich capariſens no more adorn, 

But as a loath'd, inglorious load are worn. 


CANTICLES, 


CHAP, II. VER. VIII, IX. 


8 it a dream? or does my raviſh'd ear 
The charming voice of my beloved hear? 
Iz it his face? or are my enger eyes 


Deluded by ſome viſion vight Giſguifet 
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"Tis he himſelf) I know his lovely face, 

Its beavluly luſtre, and peculiargrace. 

I know the ſound, *ris his — voce, 
Ny heart affures me by its riſing Joys. 

He comes, and wing'd with all the ſpeed of love, 
His flying feet along the mountains move; 

He comes, and leaves the panting heart behind, 
His motion ſwift and fleeting as the wind. 

O welcome, welcome, never more to part! 

I'll lodge thee now for ever in my heart ; 

My doubtful heart, which trembling ſcarce believes, 
And fearce the mighty ecſtaſy receives. 


VERSES 
Preſented to 
HER-ROYAL HIGH NESS PRINCESS AMELIA, 


At Mariderough, June the 18th, 1728. 


b * Ivan ſhades, ye fair enchanting fears, 
peace and guilttefs love the ſoft retrenrs ; 

Be all your flow'ry elegance difplay'd, 

To charm, with Nature's the royal mad. 

Let ev'ry proſpect wear 2 

Clear as the — tny nn 

Ye various plants, your fragrant tribute bring, 

The painted — of the lovely ſpring. 

Ye whiſp'ring breezes, and refreſhing gales, 

That fly with downy wings along the vales, 

_ Take the ſoft muſic of Ama name, 

Breathe it to ev'ry liſt'ning grove and ſtream. 

Let Nature ſhew a pleaſure unconfin'd, 

And ſpeak the ſenſe of Hergford's gen'raus mind. 
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TRANSLATION oy \ 


PART OF THE THIRD SCENE OF THE THIRD ACT 
oF 
PASTOR FIDO, 


MTRTI LTO. 


Uenarrur nymph! thy too ſevere command, 
To narrow bounds would limit thoſe deſires, 
Whoſe vaſt extent ſcarce human thought can graſp. 

That I have lov'd, and lov'd thee more than life, 
If ſtill thou doubt, the fields, the conſcious groves, 
The ſavage race can tell ; and theſe hard rocks, 
Soften'd by my complaints, can witneſs too. 

Look en thyſelf, thy matchleſs beauty proves 
The juſtice, truth, and grandeur of my flame. 
Whate'er the earth, or azure ſkies can boaſt 
Of excellence, tis all famm'd up in thee. - 

So high the ſpring of my unbounded pation, 

'Tis nature, tis neceffity———-As flame 

Aſcends, as water fignks, as floats the air, 

As reſts the earth, as roll the circling ſpheres; 
With ſuch perpetual force, my eager foul, 

In all its reſtleſs motion, tends to thee, 

As its ſuperior bliſs : and who would tear | 
My conftant heart from thee, as well might change 
Great Nature's long eftabliſh'd laws, turn back 
The ſhining planets from their ancient courſe, 
And from its ſtedfaſt centre ſhake the world. 

But ſince thy harſh commands enjoin my e 
In brief to tell the ſtory of my pain; 

If I muſt ſpeak no more, my parting breath 
Shall tell thee that I die a victim to thy ſcorn, 
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FROM THE 8AME. 
ACT 111, SCENE iv. 


| AMARILLIS alone. 


Y life, my lov'd Myrtille / could'ft thou view 
My ſecret inclinations, this ſevere, 

This cruel Amariliis, ſoon would find , 

From thee that pity, thou doſt now implore. 

I love, and am belov'd; yet what avails 

The ſoft enga t, but to make us wretched? 
O why, ye , inexorable pow'rs, 

Will ye for ever part what love unites? 

Or rather why, too fond, perfidious love, 

Wilt thou unite what ſacred rites divide! 

Happy the ſavage race, that throꝰ the woods 

Purſue their pleaſures unconfin'd by laws ! 

Too rigid laws that nature would refirain ! 

Or too imperſect nature that refiſts! 
O Sacred virtue! let my tongue recal 

Theſe impious accents; thine's a name divine, 

And ftill my foul pays homage to thy pow'r : 

To thee I ſacrifice theſe wild defires,. 

And fall a victim to thy holy rigor, 


—p 
TRANSLATION or 
PART OF THE THIRTEENTH BOOK 
oF 


 TASSO's JERUSALEM, 


vaſt machine was ſcarce in aſhes ſunk, 
Which from their walls the fearful Pagans drove, 
When new deſigus the curſt magician forms: 
How to prevent the Gaui from freſh ſupplies 
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Of uſeful timber from the neighb'ring wood, 
That might more formidable engines raiſe, 
And Son's trembliag walls again alarm. 
At diſtance from the Ckri/tian camp there roſe, 
Amidſt a fileat, ſolitary vale, 
A lofty foreſt thick with ancient trees, 
Whoſe folding branches all beneath diffuſe 
A duſky horror, and malignant ſhade. 
Nor here the radiant ſun at brighteſt noon 
E'er ſmiles with cheerful rays, but feebly caſts 
A. dim, diſcolour'd, aad uncertain light ; 
Uncertain as the cloudy ſkies diſplay, 
While rifing night, and parting day contend, 
But when the ſun the gay horizon leaves, 
Blackneſs and terror all the place poſleſs, . 
Blackneſs and terror, imitating hell ; 
Which mortal eyes with fearful darkneſs veils, 
And fills with deep anxiety the ſoul. 
Nor here for ſhade the ſhepherd leads his flock, 
Nor hete the herdſman drives his grazing charge: 
No pilgrim enters here, unleſs miſled ; 
But haſtens far with cautious ſteps away, 
And beckons trav'llers from the fatal road. 
The goblins here nocturaal revels keep, 
A monſtrous congreſs, in the gloom they meet; 
With dragons wings ſome break the tortur'd air, 
Others, with cloven hoots, ſkip o'er the hills: 
A lewd aſſembly, who with tempting wiles, 
And ſoft, fallacieus images, entice f 
The minds of men from virtue's ſacred ways. 
Wien ne liſn rites, and execrable pomp, 
Their impious banquets here they nightly keep. 
The Pagans this aſlert, nor lift an axe 
Within the confines of the haunted grove ; 
Which yet the Chri/tians boldly violate, 
And carry thence materia's for the war. 
Amidſt the deepeſt filence of the night, 
Iſ-nenes hither comes to prove his arts; 
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And uncouth figures on the ground inſcribes, 
Thrice ſhakes his wand, and murmurs potent words, 
And invocation ſinful to recite. 

The twinkling glories that adorn the ſky 
Look pale, and ficken at the dreadful ſound : 
The troubled moon withdraws her feeble beam, 
And wraps her filver horn in folding clouds. 

Mill:oas of ſpirits by his charms compell'd, 
Aſtoniſh'd from their ſev'ral quarters come: 
By thouſands ſame the realms of air forſake ; 
While others thro' the cleaving earth aſcend, 
All black and ſullen from the gloomy deep. 

Take you, the wizard cries, theſe trees in charge, 
As ſouls their bodies, animate each trunk, 
Secure them from the, bold encroaching Garnls, 
And force them, terrify'd, from hence to fly. 

Diſpleas'd, the tardy ſpirits undertake 
A taſk that kept them from the war; and lodge 
In ev'ry ſprig, and ev'ry leaf poſleſs. 

Iſmenes joyful to the king returns, 

And boaſting, all his curft ſucceſs relates. 
He adds, your regal feat is now ſecure, 


+ Nor can your foes their proud machine repair : 


But ſtill their worſt misfortunes are behind. 
Within the .courſe of ſome revolving days, 

Hot Mars and Precrbus in the Lion meet, 

With angry aſpects, and malignant rays ; 

Whence heat ſo ſtrong and violent enſues, 

That nothing ſhall its fierce extremes allay ; 

Nor winds, nor clouds, nor dews, nor cooling ſhow'rs : 
Not more intemp'rate flames the Indian burn. 
This all the ſtars and face of heav'n predict. 

To us the diſadvantage will be leſs, 

With ſwelling ſprings, and grateful ſhade ſupply'd, 
By Heav'n abandon'd, firft their camp ſhall fall 
An eaſy conqueſt to th' Egyptian troops. 

Thus fitting, you the victory may gain, 

And try vo more the doubtful chance of war. 

But if the proud Argazzes this withſtands, 
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Your conduct muſt his headlong rage reftrain. 
Leave all beyond to Heav'n, which ſoon will bring 
Triumph to you, confufion to your foes, 

Theſe ſpeeches ſoothe the king, who now commands 
The breaches of the wall ro be repair'd: 
The cheerful citizens and flaves aſſiſt 
To mend the wall, and fortify the town. 


TO THE 


RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF -—, 


thee my muſe's ſofteſt fcill I owe, 
For thee, Amintor, I indulge it now, 

Yet by my praiſe I would not make thee leſs, 
Bur ſomething great and worthy thee expreſs; 
Yet while I trive the daring thought to paint, | 
Its beauties in the flat expreſſion faint. 

For there's in thee I know not what divine, k 
Which muſt the brighteſt metaphors out-ſhine. | 
When angels cloth'd in human forms appear, D 
Such grandeur, ſuch benigaity they wear : | 
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If they diſcourſe, like thine muſt be their ſenſe, I 
Like thine their accent, and their eloquence! Bu 
Not all the gaudy pageantries of ſtate, WI 
But thy own native luſtre makes thee great. | In 
In all things modeſt, fortunate, and brave, Ar 
To cuſtom, vice, nor virtue's ſelf a ſlave ; ( 
I hat's reaſon, thought, and gen'rous choice in thee, Th 
And not the low effect of dull neceſſity. Th 
With beauty thou, and blooming life art crown'd, | To 
While flatt'ring pleaſures court thee all around; Co 
. : . , | 
But thou, with en heroical diſdain, ' We 
Unconquer'd, unfeduc'd, doſt ftill remain, Aj 
And with a philoſophic pride engage wi 
The num'rous follies of a vicions age; | Th 
Nor breaks the ſun leſs ſully'd from a cloud, = 


I han thou from all the vices of a crowd. 
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oN 
AN UNSUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT 
| To 


DRAW LORD BOFLE'S PICTURE. 


N vain, with mimic {ki!l, my pencil tries 
To paint the life that ſparkles zu thoſe eyes, 

What art, what rules of ſymmetry can trace 
That air of wit, that bloom, and modeſt grace? | 
What ſoft degrees of ſhade or light expreſs = 
The inward worth thoſe ſpeaking looks confeſs ; 1 
'Tis more than beauty here that charms the fight, | 
And gives our minds an elegant delight, 
Were virtve ſeen by mortal eyes, ſhe'd wear 
Thoſe peacc7ul ſmiles, and that engaging air. 


— 
ON THE 
DEATH OF THE HON. Mas. THYNNE, 


4 virtue can immortal honour give, 

hy worth the muſeꝰs boaſted theme ſhall live. 
But mine's 2 private, unambitious part, 

Where nature dictates, negligent of art: 

In ſhades retir'd, I breathe my ſecret grief, 

And ſoothe my ſorrows, hopeleſs of relief. 

O ſacred ſhade! the impious with forgive, 
That fain wou'd have thee yet a mortal live; 
That fain would bring thee from celeſtial joys, 
To theſe wild ſcars of vanity and noiſe. 

Could tears prevail, how many weeping eyes 
Would join with me to tempt thee from the ſkies! 
A juſt compaſſion, ſure, would touch that mind 
Which here was gentle, and fincerely kind; 
The gen'rous difpoſition reigns above; | 
Diſtinguiſh'd in the peaceful realms of love. 

K 


5 r YALL EY Cat na. 


1 194 J 


Would Heav'n permit, I could my ſorrows paint, 

Invoking thee as ſome protecting ſaiat; 

Such warm devotion riſes in my breaſt, 

So bright a flame thy virtues have impreſs'd! 

I talk to winds——the happy ſpirit roves 

Thro? lightſome plains, and ever-verdant groves, 
Pleas'd with harmonious ſtrains, nor lends an ear 
To the ungovern'd language of deſpair, 

Yet let my grief the rites of friendſhip pay, 
And weep my ſorrows o'er thy breathleſs clay, 
Viſit with juſt reſpect thy filent tomb, 

And ſoothe my anguiſh in the mournful gloom. 

O could I hear thy geatle voice again, 

Or one ſhort moment's ſight of thee obtain; 

If but to take a laſt, a ſad adieu 

What van.  *$s my wild thoughts purſue? 

1 he ſhades of death are drawn, perpetual night 
For ever hides thee from my longing fight; 
Fix d deſtiny ſhall ne'er that bliſs rettore, 

Till earth, and fea, aud heav'n ſhall be no more. 

But, facred friendſhip, thy ſuperior flame 
Shall time out · Ive, and be uachang'd the ſame. 
When all the fond relations nature knows, 
When all the tics that human laws impoſe, 

Are caaceli'c, when the mighty eazue expires, 
That holds the univerſe, when you gay fires 
Have waſted all their glory; thou ſhalt rife 
In triumph o'er the ruins of the ſkies: 

ty pow'r, immortal friendſhip, then confeft, 
Shall fill with tranſport ev'ry heav'nly breaſt, 


DD —— 
TO THE 


RIGHT HON. JOHN LORD ORRERY. 


MMOX 1 AL friendſhip, thou uablemiſh'd name 
Why ſhould I fear t' admit thy ſacred flame? 
Why with fantaſtic rules thy force controul, 
And damp the noble ardour in my ſoul? 


- — —— — 
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When thou art baniſh'd from the human breaſt, 
Envy and rage the gloomy feat infeſt. 
Thy gentle warmth inſpires the worlds above, 
1 hoſe pure abodes of innocence and love. 

Then come, a welcome inmate to my breaſt, 
And be thy pow'r thro” all my ſoul 'confeft1 
When ſuch diſtinguiſh'd merit is in view, 
The ſacred tribute is intirely due. 


— 


A HYMN. 
FROM RACINE”s ATHALIA. 


ACT I. SCENE IV. 


' Almighty's grandeur fills the univerſe, 
E'er time had birth his empire was the ſame. 
Let heav'n and earth his benefits rehearſe, 
Adore his greatneſs, and invoke his name, 


In vain our impious foes 
A rig'rous ſilence on our tongues impoſe; 
Tho? ev'ry tongue ſhould filent lie, 
His glory with th” inſtructing ſun would fly 
Around the world, and fill the vaulted ſky. 


From him the fruits receive their bluſhing pride ; 
By him, in all their various hues, 

The gaudy flow'rs are dy'd; 
His bounty with the ev'ning's gentle dews, 
And morning gales, the verdant fields renews. 


At his command the ſun diſplays 
Its vital warmth, and ſpreads its golden rays, 
Nor chiefly here his goodneſs ftands confeſt, 
Of all his gifts to man his law exceeds the reft, 
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TO MR. THOMSON, 


\ 

On the Counteſs , praiſing his Poems, 1 

ECURE qi. glory, crown thy head with bays, Y 
Ambition ſets its bounds in Dela“ praiſe ; 

What the appioves eternity ſhall claim 1 

And give the favour'd muſe — Temes ö 4 


She well can judge, who knows with tuneful art, | 
In tender ſtrains to move the coldeſt hearc. 

When thro” the flow'ry vale, and duſky groves, 
Her muſe retir'd, with guilyleſgfreedom roves, 
With new delight we ſeek the calm abodes, 
Deteſt the town, aud wander thro? the woods; 
The ſylvan ſcene, conſcious of joy appears, 

And charms like thy own ſummer ev'ning wears; 
No longer the ſad nightingales complain, 

But learn from her's a more exalted train; 

Her tuneful numbers ev*ry care beguile, 

And make the ſolitary proſped (mile. : 

But when ſhe ſets the lyre to themes divine, , 
An angel ſpeaks in every flowing line: 
dne takes from vice its ungeſerv'd applauſe, 

And dares aſſert abandon'd virtue's cauſe, 
Expreſs'd in heav'nly eloquence we find 

| I he perfect image of her beauteous mind; 

| Her beauteous mind, that with diſtiaguiſh'd grace 
Shines in her eyes, and ſparkles in her face, 
Gives ev'ry blandiſhment, and charming air, 
Makes all harmonious, and completely fair. 


Ti'y AN 
| ODE ON VIRTUE. | 


ELESTIAL Virtue, offspring of the ſky, 
For thee alone I touch the trembling ſtring: 
Aſſiſt thy modeſt votary, 
And take the humble ingenſe that I bring: 
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Excufe at feaſt the doudtful ſong, 
While mortal lays the lofty ſubject wrong. 


Thy charms, bright Virtue, all mankind confeſs ; 
And ev'n the monſter Vice, 
When ſhe th” unpractis'd fianer would entice, 
To meet his firſt attempt ſhe borrows thy addreſs ; 
Is baſhful yet and nice, 
A virgin delicacy ſeems to wear: 
For ſhould her own deformity 
Without diſguiſe appear, 
What doating wretch but would the terror fly? 
What deſp'rate fool, ſhould ſhe unveil her face, 
Would tempt perdition for the curſt embrace? 
Preceding times in great examples ſhew 
What human minds, inſpir'd by thee, can do, 
By gen'rous principles and honour led, 
The lovely Syrian in his blooming age, 
Refus'd the fond Egyptian's bed, 
And ſtedfaſtly repuls'd het am'rous rage. 


When ancient Tun in her glory ſtood, 

Proud of her palmy groves and ſacred flood ; 
Which gently flowing from its heav'nly fource, 
Enrich'd her level borders with its courk : 
Vaſt pyramids, with elevated heads, 


Pointed the plains, and firetch'd their ſpiral ſhades 


To diſtant woods, and far-extended meads. 
Rich Thebes, devoted to the God of day, 
Stood, like her own refplendenr planet, gay, 
The lofty domet with golden luſtre ſhone, 
An hwndred gates adorn'd the popTons town; 


The buildings all were rah d with wond'rous cot, 


With ver foliage che high foofs emboſt'd; 
Well-finifd ſculpture on the walk was ſhe wn; 
For art was here in full perfection Known, 

E'er Paar wrought in Fran fone, 
Or Greece her ſkilful Dædalus could boaſt, 
Th' Egyptian court with foft 4 h vy'd 

In all her lunutry and pride: 
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But Pharaot”s age no promis 'd heir ſupply d; 
His beauteous daughter all his hopes betray d, 
To I/is ſhe herſelf had vow'd 
A conſecrated maid: 
The ſacred creſcent on her breaſt ſhe wore, 
Her robe with golden ftars was ſpangled o'er, 
To Nils banks the pious fair, 
Performing holy rites, did now repair; 
When from the ſhore an infant's feeble cries 
Her virgin train ſurprize: 
Among the reeds a lovely boy they found, 
His temples with an ambient glory crown'd ; 
Divine preſages ſparkled in his face, 
Unvulgar beauty, and expreſslefs grace. 
The Gods have thus, the joyful princeſs cry'd, 
My father's wiſhes with an heir ſupply'd. 
Young Moſes, her adopted fon ſhe nam'd ; 
But when his years had reach'd their manly prime, 
The title he diſclaim'sd ; 
Govern'd by motives more ſublime, 
While heav'nly Virtue his high thoughts inflam'd. 
By heav'nly Virtue led, \ 
Th* Egyptian court, and all its pomp he fled; 
And wand'ring far away on Midian plains, 
An bumble life he choſe among the ſwains. 
In moving lays he taught the rural throng 
Celeſtial truths ; while liſt'aing to his ſtrains 
The flying winds their breath retain, 
And winding currents flowly glide along. 
Of chaos and the world's great birth he ſung, 
How from the word divine the fair creation ſprung. 
High Horeb from his cloudy ſummit heard | 
The tuneful ſounds, long e er the Thracian bard, 
On Hem; banks, in potent numbers ſirove 
A ſavage nation wiſely to improve. 


When on Bethoron's plains great e chas'd 
The Amorean kings; 

Left darkneſs o'er their flight her veil ſhould caft, 

And from his ſword protect them with her wings, 
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Forward before his wond'ring troops he ſprung, 
Pois'd in his hand a trembling jav'lin hung; 
Mov'd by an inſtigat on all divine, 
Heroic Virtue, the great hint was thine, 
When on the ſparkling ſkies 

. The daring warrior fix'd his eyes, 
Some God the ſoldiers in his face regard, 
While from his lips theſe mighty words they heard: 
Thou ſun, he boldly cry'd, thou ſun, ſtand ſtill, 
Nor firetch thy ſhades on Gibea#'s lofty bill; 
And thou, fair moon, retard thy haſty flight, 
And gild the vales of Aale at night! 
Aftonith'd nature inſtantly obey'd, 
And in a deep ſuſpenſe the heav'nly motions ſtay'd. 


Nor leave the tuneful heroine un- nam d, 

Ye virgin muſes, who her breaſt inflam'd, 

Virtue no brighter votary can boaſt, 
No br ighter names in all her liſt appear; 

The warrior's crown, and poet's wreath ſhe claim'd, 
She touch'd the lyre, and ſhook the "_— ſpear, 

The life and glory of the Hebrew hoſt : 

Old X to her aid his billows brought, 

Aud oa her fide the marſhall'd planets fought. 


The Medes ſubdn'd, and Echatana raz'd; 

Ihe haughty Perun with freſh laurels grac'd, 

To Jordm banks his num'rous forces led. 
Wide as the eaſtern rule is ſpread, 

The diſtant realms his glad aſſiſtants come: 

From Serica, and Oxu borders ſome, 

From Indus and imperial Ganges“ ſhores, 

And where Taxartes” rapid current roars, 

The hardy race on wild Hyrcania bred, 
Advanc'd with bold intrepid breaſts, 

The tall Armenians with their waving creſts, 
And Parthians with their backward bows, 

A dreadfal ſcene on Hebron's plains diſcloſe. 
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But none in cournge or in fplendor vy'd 
With the gay troops that left the flow'ry fields, 
Where royal U/ai rolls his cryftal tide ; 
Their helmets gold, and gold their blating ſhields, 
With dancing plumes and Dyrian ſcarves, from far 
They ſhone the pride and rerror of the war : 
With airy feet their courſers ſpurn'd the plains, 
In Glver trappings deck d; 

With filver curbs and ſcarlet reins 
Their fiery rage their graceful riders check'd. 
Encamp'd before the ſacred hill they lay, 
Where Salem's lofty row'rs their firength diſplay. 


While to their great forefather's aid 
With ſtedfaſt zeal the ſons of Jfrael pray d; 
The potent pray*'r prevails ; a Hebrew dame 
By Heav'n was deftin'd to the great event, 
To fix a ſcandal on th' A Hi name, 
A laſting ſcandal, and immortal ſhame. 
Led by the mighty impulſe, Judi went 
Undaunted to the Pran leader's tent; 
The chief with wonder gazes on the fair, 
Her geſture free, engaging all ber air. 

A nice reſerve and modeſt pride 
Chaſten'd the native ſoftneſs in her looks deſcry'd. 
Her features nobly turn'd, her checks diſcloſe 
A freſher bluſh than paints the blooming roſe. 
Her eyes were black, and black her ſhining hair: 
Black as the midnight clouds, which ſometimes grace 
With chequer'd ſhades the moon's reſplendent face ; 
Part to the fight was in looſe curk expos'd, 

The reſt a ſpangled caul inc losꝰd: 
To that a white tranſparent veil was join'd, 
Which negligently hover'd to the wind, 
With envious art a ſhade of fineſt lawn 

Was o'er her ſwelling boſom drawn ; 
A ſparkling diamond hung at either ear, 
And rubies round her ſwelling neck appear. 
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Her robes were coſtly ſilk, and ev'ry fold 
Vary'd with blue and winding ſtreaks of gold. 
she ſoon protection and redreſs obtain'd ; 
While from the Per/ian chief 
Her moving words procur'd belief, 
And eaſy credit gain'd. 
A rich pavilion to his own adjoin'd, - 
Was to the fair that night aſfign'd, 
Aſſur'd from all a juſt reſpe@ to find. 
The charming Hebrew with her maid retir'd, 
And left the gen'ral with her beauty fir'd; 
But gentle ſſeep his am'rous cares appeas'd, 
While thro* the camp the midnight riot ceas'd. 
Darkneſs and filence now combine 
To favour Je in her great deſig. . 
Undaunted Virrue fill'd her breaſt, . 
Undaunted Virtue her whole ſoul poſſeſt; 
While by a glimm'ring taper led, 
She found the ſleeping warrior“ bed: 
His ſword with an audac ious air ſhe took, 
And freed her nation at one noble ſtroke. 


By Grecian heroes wonders have been done, 
And laſting fame for great ate hievements won; 
But all they tell wild tictions prove, 
Of fared armor, and aftifting Fove. 
No partial Goddeſs to Achilles brought 
A ſpear and ſeven-fold ſhield by Vulcan wrought. 
No Pallas to the field Atrides led, 
Nor grac'd the chariot with young Diomed.. c 
When from his raging ſword the Trajans fled ; 

But Virtue own'd the Argive's cauſe, 
Avenging breach of faith and hoſpitable laws : 
1 heir beit ſucceſs was owing ftill to thee, 
1 heir proſp'rous genius thou, and aiding deity. 


At ancient Rome thy name was long ador'd, 
For thee they drew, for thee they ſheath'd the ſword. 
Great Numa aft convers'd with thee, 
Amidſt the gloomy night's ſolemnity. 
K 
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While the pale moon with filver beams | v 
Chequer'd the ſhades, and glimmer d on the n. | 
Egeria or Urania, nymphs divine, | F 
He oft invok'd by ſome clear fountain's fall: | R 
However nam'd, the lovely form was thine T 

1 hat anſwer'd ſtill his call; A 
From thee he learn'd by gentle arts t'afſuage h | N 
The Sabines ſullen hatred, and the Roman rage. | A 

Nor Faunus gave (as ſtory tells) 

The peaceful prince fantaſtic ſpells ; * F 
To charm fierce lions from their prey, 3 
Or ſwelling torrents in their banks to ſtay; | > 

To turn the lightaing's fatal force, If 

Or break the raging thunder's courſe ; If 
Theſe great efiefts, celeſtial Piety, | 
Theſe great efieRs belong alone to thee. | = 
Manlius and great Camillus owe to thee | | 
Their fame and glorious immortality. 

Horatius fou ht by thee ſuſtain'd, | 
When ſingly he th' unegual war maintain'd; [ wv 
In vain to paſs the bridge the Tuſcaus ſtrove, f 
Backward whole ſquadrons with his ſpear he drove; Ro 

Fix'd as his country's guardian God, | | 

On Tyber's banks the hero ſtood, 1 
And ſtain'd the foaming ſtream yith hoſtile blood. | Ha 
In vaia ill omens would F/anunius fright ; | W. 
In vain his courſer, with unuſual fears, | W 

Still backward from the fight | ( 
The furious warrior bears; | Th 
Uanmanag'd o'er the wide campaign he flew, Ne 
And from his ſcat the daring rider threw; F 
The dariag rider mounts again, ſo 
And urg'd the battle on the deſtin'd plain; To 
Unterrify'd with Hannibal great name, | Ne 
And full of martial flame, | = 


Still foremoſt on the glitt'ring ſpears he preft, 
| The Roman Genius, for his life diſtreſt, 
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With a prodigious earthquake ſhook the ground; 
The violent force 
Pour'd back the rivers to their iamoſt ſource, 


Revers'd the floods, and chaug'd their native courſe. 


Thrice from the ſkies portentous thuaders ſound, 
And thrice ill-boding lightnings dlaz'd around; 


Nor earthquakes, lightnings, nor the thund”ring ſkies, 


A breaft with virtue guarded caa ſurprize: 
Still reſolute and bold, 
Flaminius on the thickeſt dangers flies, 


And bravely met the fate the warning Gods foretold. 


If ever praiſe to Roman worth was due, 
If ever Virtue could diſſinction claim, 
Great Sci, thy illuſtrĩous name 
Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the lifts of fame, 
And future times thy triumphs ſhall renew. 
The conduct of Fabriciss” age, 
And young Minutias* martial rage, 
In thee were eminently found: 
With all that men revere, or Heav'n applauds, 
Thy glorious life was crown'd. 
Rome's mighty empire ſeem'd alone on thee 
Dependent for ſecurity : 
Without thee, ev'n her boaſted Gods 
Had ill defended their own gay abodes. 
Whatever wreaths at Thebes or Trey were gain'd, 
Whatever fame at Salamis obtain'd, 
Or at Arbella's fatal field ; 
Their moſt illuſtrious deeds to thine muſt yield. 
Nor waſt thou in thy public life mote great, 
Than in thy laſt retreat 
To the Linternian ſhades, thy humble ſeat. 
In all things thou waſt modeſt ſtill and brave, 
Neither to Vice, nor Virtue's ſelf a flave; 
Virtue was choice, delib'rate choice, in thee, 
Not philoſophic pride, nor dull neceſſity. 
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Bright Goddeſs, what refifileſs charms are thine, 

That men for thee all human things forego, 
And willingly refign 

The deareſt ties and ſofteſt names below? 

By what ſtrange arguments doſt thou engage 

Unpraftis'd youth, and ſpiritleſs old age, 

To brave, for thee, the fierceft tyrant rage? 

Bright Goddeſs, thou the cauſe alone canſt tell, 

And all the ſacred myſtery reveal. 


*Tis done ! immortal light without controul 
Comes ruſhing like a mighty torrent on my ſoul, 
Tranſporting ſcenes are open'd to my eyes, 
I ſee the inmoſt glories of the ſkies; 
I ſee the bright diſtinguiſh'd crown, 
That led the conqu'ring martyrs on ; 
I walk among the manſions of the Gods, 
The ſoft receſles, and the bleſt abodes ; 
I trace the happy vales and lightſome plains, 


Where pleaſure, peace, and love triumphant reigns : 


Thro' all the region round 
The voice of feſtival, and nuptial ſongs 
Perpetually reſound. 
Ineffable the reſt, 
And by immortal tongues 
Alone to be expreſt. 
All hail, ye ſcourges, flames and tort' ring wheels! 
Your force no more the ſhiv'ring fancy feels. 
Enlighten'd thus, Romanus try'd 
The tyrantꝭ utmoſt cruelty and pride. 
Lucius, with theſe bright proſpects fir d, 
And young Hormiſda, their tormentors tir'd: 
Rhea and Diony/ia trampled down 
Oppoſing hell, and gain'd the martyr's crown, 


With arts more fatal Decius ſtrove 
Nicetas' fortitude to move. 
In a delicious garden's ſoft retreat 
The youth was gently laid, 
Wrapt in a filken net, 
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A flow'ry couch beneath him ſpread, 


Where fragrant jeſſ'mines lent a grateful ſhade : 


A dying breeze, a fountain's eaſy fall, 
Mix'd with melodious birds, for gay delights did call. 
While a young harlot, in the tempting pride 
Of airy life and wanton beauty, try d 
With guilty blaundiſhment and art, 
Obſcene careſles and licentious ſong, 
To poiſon with contagious flames his heart, 
To tempt the ſaint his holy vows to wrong ; 
Unconquer d yet the youthful ſaint remain'd, 
And all her proffer'd charms and lewd addreſs diſdain'd. 


Eulalia to the ftern tribunal prefs'd, 
And boldly there the Chri/tian faith profeſs'd : 
1 he ſavage judge ſuſpends her doom, 
Touch'd with her dawning charms and early bloom. 
To Jove's high ſhrine they led the tender maid ; 
The prieſt in his fantaſtic pomp array'd, 
A golden cenſer brought, 
With conſecrated odours fraught, 
Which fiercely from his hand the virgin caught ; 
Beneath her feet the ſmoking gums ſhe trod, 
Derides the bigot and iaſults his God: 
Unmov'd the ſenſeleſs idol ſtands, 
With uſeleſs thunder in his paſſive hands; 
But all their rage his wild adorers ſhow, 
And in their cruelty 
Surpaſs'd the fiends below. ; 
Their ſcourges, pincers, and their racks they try'd ; 
By more than human fortitude ſuſtain'd, 
1 he ſufPring maid her conflancy retain'd : 
Be all the pow'rs of death and hell defy d! 
Your malice can no more, ſhe faintly cry'd, 
And ſmiling on her curſt tormentors, dy'd. 


Nor Virtue with preceding times is loft, 

Nor Rome alone illuftrious names can boaſt ; 

The charming Goddeſs has not left the ſtage, 

A thouſand great examples grace the preſent age: 
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But virtue ne'er with brighter pomp was ſeen, 
Nor wore a nobler form than in the Ni dne en. 
Thou art thy ow! immenſe reward, 

Should man no future ſtate regard: 
Were fields of light, and gay ethereal plains, 
The ſanguine flights of vifSionfry brains ; 

The happy mind, poffeft'd of thee 
Would find unmingled joy; and true felicity; 
Were there no gloomy ſhotes; no burting lakes, 
No chaias of darkneſs, not infernal racks ; 
Were hell a wild, enthuffaftic dream, 
A fiarefman's trick, a poet's lying theme, 

A pious frand, a black deceit 
Of mercenary prieſts, the world to cheat; 
Yet ftill within itſelf a guilty mind 
Ihe emphaſis of ev'ry plague would find. 


Written before the Year 1710, 
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THE 


HISTORY OF JOSEPH. 


4 POEM, IN TEN BOOKS. 
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BOOK I, 


An invocation of the Divine Spirit. A deſeription of the 
temple of Moloch, in the valley of Hiunon, where a 
crugreſs of infernal powers are met to contrive ſome 
method to extirpate the Hebrew race. 


ELESTIAL muſe, that on the bliſsful plain 
Are oft invok'd, to guide th? immortal ftrain ; 
71 ſpir'd by thee, the firft-born ſons of light 
tail d the creation in a tuneful flight ; 
Pleaz'd with thy voice, the ſpheres began their round, 
The morning ſtars danc'd to the charming ſound : 
Vit thou haſt often left the cryſtal tow'rs, 
To viſit mortals in their humble bow'rs. 
Favour'd by thee, the courtly ſwain of old, 
Leneath mount Horeb ſacred wor.ders told 
Of boundleſs chaos, and primeval night, 
The ſprings of motion. and the ſeeds of light. 
he ſun ſtood ſtill, to hear his radiant birth, 
With the formation of the balanc'd earth. 
The moon on high, check'd her nocturnal car, 
And liſt'ning ſtaid, with ev'ry ling'ring tar. 
The hills around and lofty Sinah heard 
By whoſe command their tow'ring heads were rear'd. 
The flow'rs their gay original attend ; 
Their tufted crowns the groves, adoring, bend. 
The fountains roſe, the ſtreams their courſe with-held, 
To hear the ocean's wondrous ſource reveal'd. 
The birds fit filent on the branches near, 
The flocks and herds their verdant food forbear, 
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The ſwains forgot their labour, while he ſung, 
How, from the duſt, theif great forefather ſprung : 
A vital call awoke him from the ground, 
The moving clay obey dt almighty ſound. 
1 hus ſung in lofty trains the noble bard ; 
The heav'ns and earth their own formation heard. 
But thougpropitivus Muſe, a gentler fire 
Didſt breathe, and tune to ſofter notes the lyre, 
When royal Lebanon heard rhe am'rous king 
The beauties of his lov'd Egyptian fing : 
The ſacred lays a myſtic ſenſe unfold, 
And things divine in human types were told, 
Diſdain not, gentle pow'r, my ſong to grace, 
While I the paths of heav'aly juſtice trace; 
And twine a blooming garland for the youth, . 
Renown'd for honour, and unblemiſh'd truth. 
Let others tell of ancient conqueſts won, 
And mighty deeds, by favour'd heroes done; . 
(Heroes enſlav d to pride, and wild defires,) 
A virgin Muſe, a virgin theme requires ; 
Where vice, and wanton beauty quit the field, 
And guilty loves to ſtedfaſt virtue yield. 
Jacob, with heav'a's peculiar favour bleſt, 
Leaving the fertile regions of the Eaſt ; 
(Where Haron, then a noble city, ſtood, 
Retween fair Tigris, and Euphrates” flood ;) 
From Laban fled, and by divine command 
Purſu'd his journey to his native land. 
Loaded with wealth, his num'rous camels bore 
His wives, his children, and his houſhold fiore: 
Of purchas'd ſlaves, he led an endleſs train, 
His ſtocks and herds eagrots'd the wide champaign. 
The ſhepherd's art was all his farhers knew, 
His ſons the ſame induftrious life purſue. 
T he God his pions anceftors ador'd, 
Th” Almighty God, at Bethel, he implor'd: 
An altar there, with grateful vows he rear'd, 
Where twice the radiant viſioa had appeat d; c 
The pow'rs of hell, the dreadful omea feat d: 
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Each demon trembles in his hollow ſhrine, 
The raving prieſts amazing things divine. 

In Hinnon's vale a fane to Moloch ſtood, 
Around it roſe a confecrated wood ; 
Whoſe mingled ſhades, excluded noon-day light, 
And made below uninterrupted night, 
Pale tapers, hung around in cqual rows, 
The manſion of the ſullen king diſcloſe ; 
Seven brazen gates its horrid entrance guard; 
Within the cries of infant ghoſts were heard; 
On ſeven high altars rife polluted fires, 
While human vidlims feed the ruddy ſpires. 
The place Gehenna call'd, reſembled well 
The native gloom and diſmal vaults of hell. 
7] was night, and goblins in the darkneſs danc'd,* 
The priefi in frantic viſions lay entranc'd; 
While here conven'd the Pagan terrors ate, 
In ſolemn council, and mature debate, C 
T” avert the ſtorm impending o'er their ſtate. 
Th? apoſtate princes with reſentment fir'd, 
Anxious, and bent on black deſigns, conſpir*d 
To find out ſchemes ſucceſsful to efface 
Great Heber's name, and cruth the facred race; 
From whence they knew, the long predicted king, 
Tt infernal empire deſtin'd foe ſhould fpring : 
Who conqu'ror o'er their vanquitſh'd force ſhould tread, 
And all their captive chiefs in triumph lead. 
Th” affair their deepeſt policy commands. 
And brought them hither From remoteſt lands; 
From Ur, Armenia, and Iberia's ſhores, 
From Nile and Ophir rich with golden ores, 
And where the Adtian wave, and where * At- 

lantic roars. 

Neſroth appears, his amber chariot drawn 
With ſnowy ſteeds ; him at the riſing dawn 
The Syrian worſhips from his airy hills, 
Whoſe vales with wealth the fam'd Araxis fills. 2 
Belus forſakes his high frequented domes, 
And o'er the famous plains of Shinar comes: 
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Plegor deſcends his mount; to him were paid, 

With impious rites, libations for the dead. 

Impious Rimmon came, whoſe manfion ſtood 

On the fair bauks of Pharphar's lucid flood. 

Oſiris left his Nile, and thund'ring Baal 

The rock, whence Arnon's plenteous waters fall. 

Mithra, whom all the Eaſt adores, was there; 

And like his own reſplendent planet fair, 

With yellow treſſes, and enchanting eyes, 

Difſembling beauty, would the fiead diſguiſe, 

Nor fail'd a deity of female name, 

Aſtarte, with her filver creſcent came: 

Melita left her Babyloaian bow'rs; 

Where wanton damſels, crown'd with bluſhing flow'rs, 

In all the ſummer's various luſtre gay, 

Deteſted orgies to the goddeſs pay. 

Theſe various pow'rs, their vatious ſchemes propoſe ; 
But none th? aſſembly pleas'd, till Mithra roſe; 

(Of an alluring mien above the reſt) 

Who thus th' apoſtate potentates addreſs'd : 
Mankind by willing ſteps to ruin move, 

Their own wild paſſions their deſtruction prove, : 

But the moſt fatal is fobiddea love. 

Old Jacob boaſts a daughter young and fair, 

Fond Leah's gloty, and peculiar care: 

Her eyes iutlame the gazing Pagan hearts, 

Young Shechem has already felt their darts; 

Who lately ſaw her with her virgin train, 

Near Shalem, wand'ring o'er the dewy plain. 

PU fill his youthful breaſt with mad defire, 

By fraud, or force, his wiſhes to acquire, 

The coming day he does a feaſt prepare, 

By me inſtructed how to hide the ſnare; 

Fair Diuah is his ſiſter's promis'd gueſt, 

Impatieat love will ſoon complete the reſt. 

The damſel's wrongs her brothers will enflame 

To right, with hoſtile arms, the Hebrew's ſhame; 

By which provok'd, the Canaanites ſhall join 

With us t” aboliſh this deteſted line, 
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Revenge and bloody faction are my care, 
Moloch replies, thine be the ſoft affair; 
Without inſtructions thou caoft act thy part, 
Well - practis'd in the nice alluring art; 
Euphrates? banks, and Senac's conſcious ſhades, 
Atteſt thy freedom with th* Aſſyrian maids ; 
Thy voice, applauded in the heav'nly groves, 
Was there devoted to terreſtrial loves: 

Thy ſacred lyre to human ſubjects firung, 
No more with tireſome hallelujahs rung; 
This grac'd thy hand, a quiver hung behind, 


Nor fail'd thy ſparkling eyes to charm the beauteous 
kind. 


The bold example of thy looſe amours, 
Prevail'd on numbers of the heav'nly pow'rs; 
Who vainly had the tirſt probation flood, 
Proof to ambition, obſtinate ly good. 

Long after, I, with my aflociates fell, 

Thy friends enlarg'd the monarchy of hell; 
On ſofter motives you abhorr'd the ſkies, 
Allur'd by womens captivating eyes: 

The ſons of God thus with the race of man 
Were mingled; hence the giant ſtock began. 
Our plot requires us now, and if it fail, 

I'll, in my turn, the hated tribe ailail; 0 
Domeſtic faction, may at laſt prevail. 

Joſeph, his doting father's life, and joy, 

By well concerted means we muſt deſtroy; 

1 his youth, above the reft, excites my fear, 
Divine preſages in his face appear; 

Officious Gabriel's care to him confin'd, 
Fortels a man for mighty things deſign'd: 
His brethren, acted by my powerful fire, 
Againſt his envy'd life ſhall all conſpire. 
Joſeph remov'd, old Jacob's greateſt prop, 
The race ſhall mourn, in him, their blaſted hope. 
Here Moloch ceas'd ; th? infernal ſpirits roſe, 
Crowaing the double plot with vaſt applauſe, 
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Facob's daughter A ommvel by Shtthtm, Prince of hk 
Hivites. Her brothers revenge the injary. The Fa- 
triarch relates to his forts Abraham's conjacft oder the 
King of Elim ard hit royal confederates. He reſcties 
Lot. Melchiſedeck metrs and blefts Abraham. The 


intended ſacrifice of Iſaac. 


2 Shecheni all the night inpatient lay, 

And ſought with eager eyes the brenKirig day; 

With ardeut longings waits the promis'd hour, 

And fancies all his wiſhes in his pow'r : 

Aner, his friend, improves the fatal fire, 

And ſoothes, with flatt'ring ſcenes, his witd deſire, 
Sidonia, guiltleſs of her brother's ſnares, 

To grace her lovely Hehrew gueſt prepares; 

Who with her young conpaitions now appears, 

Too innocent for ner reſerves or fears, 

Her artleſs looks, nor tim'rous, nor aſſur'd, 

With eaſy charms the Jebuſites allur'd : 

A roſy tincture paints her guiltleſs face, | 

Her eyes, peculiar to her beauteous race, : 

Sparkle with life, and dart immortal grace. 

Rich orient bracelets, round her ſnowy arms, 

And faultleſs neck, improve het native charms; 

The Hivite princeſs entertains the maid, 

To Hamor's palace fatally betray'd ; 

Where, at the pomp of one ſurpriting feaſt, 

She meets the luxury of all the Faft. 

Her thoughts the proud magnificence admire, 

The people's cuſtoms, and their Rrauge attire, 

Till modeſt rules, and the deelining day: 

With Leah's charge forbid her —— 

But aht too late, ſhe finds herſelf betray*d” 

To Shechem' pow'r, a loſt defencejeſs maid; 

A captive in his trexach'row contts retain u, 

By fraud ſeduc'd, and brutal force conſtrainꝰd, : 

Her name diſhonour'd and her nation ſtain'd. 
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In vain with tender Gghs he ſtrives to move 
The injur'd fair to voluntary love; 

The ſtricteſt rules of chaſtity ſhe knew, 
With all that to her great deſcent was due; 
But what with gentle arts he fails ro gain, 
His wild defires by yiolence obtain. 

The hateful tidings reach'd her father's ears, 
And almoſt ſunk his venerable years: - 
Her brothers rage, and for revenge combine; 
But guard, with ſectet. guile, their black defign. 

The town in feaſts conſum d the ſecond day, 
And plung'd at night in fearleſs riot lay. 

1 he reſtleſs ſhepherds e'er the ling'ring dawn, 

Each held his ſword, for horrid action drawn; 

Surpriz'd the city like a rifing flood, 

Rag'd Fe: the firects, and bath'd their ſwords in 
blood, 


The Hebrews pleas'd with this ſucceſsful fate, 
Sprung furious an, and forc'd the palace gate: 
Fierce Simeon thro” the bright apartments flew, 
And old and young, without diſtinction, flew, 

Shechem, with reſtleſs paſſion ſtill joſpir'd, 
Was with the charming Iſraelite retir'd; 

And firſt by mad inſulting Levi found, | 
Without a pauſe he gave the deſp'rate wound. 
Take thy diſpatch, curſt rayiſher, for hell, 

He ſaid; and dowa the hleeding victim fell: 

His fatal miſtreſs turgs away her eyes, 

With horror ſciz'd, and trembling with ſurprize. 
The ſwains her roving vauity upbraid, 

And to their tents the penitent convey'd ; 

Their father griev'd, reproyes the bloody fact, 
But Judah thus defends the haſtile act: 

Should they, a race uncircumcis'd and vile, 
With lawleſs mixtures Abrams Rack defile? 0 
Our wives and ſiſters in our fight confirain ; 
While we, regardleſs of the ſhameful ſtain, 
Stand tamely by, and ſgarce of wrong complain? 
1 hey firſt intrench'd on hoſpitable truſt, 

And human faith j out vengeance is but juſt, 
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Such juſtice never mingle with my fame, 
Good Ifrael cries, nor ſpot my guiltleſs name! 
The realms around, who idol Gods revere, 
Will this black deed with indignation hear; 
And all their policy and rage unite, 
To blot our odious memꝰ ry from the light. 
So hell believed but heav'n a ſacred dread 
Of Jacob's ſons among the nations ſpread ; 
While he at Bethel with a pious flame, 
Implores the great unutterable name. 
From thence to Marmre's peaceful plain retires, 
Where Kiriath-arba lifts her golden fpires : 
Illuſtrious Arba built and nam d the place, 
The boaſted father of the giaar race; 
For them defiga'd the moaſtrous plan appear d, 
To heav*n the threaVning battlements were rear'd ; 
In careleſs joys, and plenty here they live, 
And to the neighb"ring ſwains protection give. 
Beneath the hill, on which their city ſtood, 
Aſcended high a venerable wood ; 
The folemn ſhades, which gave a fecret dread, 
Conceal'd a vaulted ſtructure for the dead, 
Machpelah call'd ; with wonderous labour wrought; 
This Abram of the giant nation bought: 
The cave, the wood, the ſprings, and bord'ring field, 
Ephron, their prince, by public contract feal'd. 
Here to the r purchas d right the ſhepherds diive 
Their fleecy charge, and unmoleſted live; 
While frequent throꝰ the conſecrated ground, 
Iaſeriptions and old monuments they found. 
Where'er celeftial viſions had appear d, 
The pious worſhippers an altar rear'd; 
The myſtic name, to mortals long unknown, 
Was deeply figur'd on the poliſh'd ſtone ; 
Ry marks engrav'd on arching rocks, *twas ſeen, 
That heav'nly powers had there couvert d with men. 
Remote from this a lofty pillar ftood ; 
This Jacob to the rural concourſe ſhow d; 
Here ſee, he faid, the memory retain'd 
Of Abram's conqueſt near Damaſcus gain'd. 
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To diſtant lands the Eaftern rule was ſpread; 
And Jordan's banks a yearly tribute paid: 
The king of Sodom firft contemn'd the yoke. 
Admah and Zeboim next the treaty broke. 
At this the royal Elamite enrag'd, 
The neighd'ring kings, his great allies, engag d; 
Arioch and mighty Tidal join their force, 
Conqueſt where'er they turn attends their courſe. 
The Horims on mount Seir their valour prove, 
T heir troops the Emims from their fortrefs drove. 
In Siddim's vale the adverſe priaces ſtay, 
There Shibna, Bera, and Shemeber lay. 
Amraphel early meets his doubtful foes, 
And for the victory his raaks diſpoſe: 
But ſcarce th* encounter could be call'd a fight, 
So ſoon the troops of Sodom took their flight: 
The coward race, unus'd to charge a foe, 
Their jav'lias, ſwords, and ſhields at once forego. 
Some ſeek the woods, and ſome a ſhelt ring cave; 
Some in the rocks their breath, inglorious, ſave ; 
While others plunging down fair Jordan's tide, 
From the fiera looks of war their faces hide. 
Th' invaders ſheath their ſwords, and ſcorn to grace 
With martial deaths the deſpicable race. 
Bera alone and Lot ſuftain'd the feld, 
But prefa'd by numberg were compell'd to yield: 
Theſe with the riches of the town a prey, 
+ To Paran's hills the conqu'rors bore away. 
This Abram heard, and gather'd oa the plain 
A valiaat band, his own domeſtic train: 
His glad affiftaace Efſhcol brings, a youth 
Of public honour, and unblemiſh'd truth; 
With Aner, Mamre, dauntlefs both and young, 
Brothers, all three from noble Amor ſprung. 
"Twas » ſecure the victor army lies, 
Scornful of foes, and fearleſs of ſurprize; 
By heav*n's command a ſudden vapour ſpreads 
O'er all the hoſt, and clouds their drowzy heads; 
To the high throne of ſenſe ſoft ſlumber climbs, 
Slackens their finews, and benumbs their limbs ; 
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The captives eyes alone its force repell'd, 
Nor to the pleaſing violence would yield. 

Now near the camp the braye confed'rates draw, 
And by the glimm'riag fires its poſture ſaw: 
1 he foremoſt rank, the ſwift invaders ſlew, 
And ſoon the waking pris'ners heard and knew C 
Their active friends, that to their ſuccour flew, 
Abram his nephew, he the reſt unty'd, 
The ſleeping foe avenging ſwords ſupply'd; 
From file to file the avenging brothers paſs, 
And leave them breathleſs on the purple graſs. 
1 k' old patriarch feels new life in ey ry vein, 
And ſcatters wide deſtruction o'er the plain. 
The terror grows, the claſh of arms, and cries 
Of wounded men afflift the ambient Kies. 
Prince Arioch, ſtartled at the noiſe, awakes, 
And from his eyes the fatal lymber ſhakes. 
At oft repeated calls his legions arm, 
And madly haſte to meet the loud alarm ; 
But by a force more prevalent out done, 
On certain fate with eager ſteps they run; 
Diſorder'd and amaz'd, they quit the field, 
And, raving, to their unknown victors yield. 

The morning roſe, and with her bluſhing light 
Expos d their damage, and inglorious flight; 
The joyful ſhepherds ſeize th' abandon'd ſpoils ; 
And now returning from their martial toils, 
A royal prieſt at Salem Abram meets 
With preſents, and a beuediction greets 
The Hebrew bands: to heav'n ke lifts his eyes, 
And bleſt be that propitious pow'r, he cries, 5 
Who walks the cryfial circuit of the ſkies; 
Who hears the boaſts of mortals with diſdain, 
Contemns their force, and makes their triumphs vain ! 
His mien was ſalemn, and his face divine, 
Refulgent gems aroynd his temples ſhine ; 
His graceful robe, à bright celeſtial blue, 
Trailing behind, 2 train majeſtic drew. 
The tenth of all great Abray gives the prieſt, 
1 he kings and Amorites divide the reſt, 
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All pleas'd, the 1 conqu'ror loudly prais'dy 
And to his fame this laſting column rais'd. * 
The ſwains were liſt'aing ſtill, when Jacob cries, 
To yonder mountain now direct your eyes; c 
For there a brighter ſcene of glory lies. 
Twas there the wond'ring ſun in Abram view'd 
The nobleſt height of human fortitude ; "ER. 
The pious man in guiltleſs ſleep lay drown'd, 
When thro? his ears thunder'd this fatal ſound : 
Ariſe, and Iſaac on mine. altar lay, 
With thy own hand the deſtin'd victim ſlay; 
He ſlarts, and cries, who can this thought inſpire? 
Can heav'n this monſtrous ſacrifice require? 

The dreadful call again ſurpriz'd his ears, L . 
And lo! the well known; heav'nly form appears. 
He bow'd, and at the purple dawn aroſe, 

. And with his darling to Moriah gots. 

Aſtoniſh'd long he by the altar ſtood, 

Then pil'd with trembling hands the ſacred wiles ; 
Half dead himſelf; the wond*fFing youth he die, 
Who now bis fire's ſevere intention finds. 

What thoughts, he aſk'd, my father, have poſſeſt 
'Your ſoul? what horrid fury fills your breaſt ? 
Am I to hell a fagrifice defign'd? 
gome cruel demon muſt your reaſon blind. 

Th' unblemiſh'd ſkies abhor this bloody deed, 
No human victimz on their altars bleed. . 

'Tis heav'n, the patriarch ſaid, this fact requires, 
'Tis heav'n——be witneſs yon etherial fires ! 

Vet, countleſs as the ſtars, from thee muſt ſprilg 
ViRtorious nations, and the myſtic King: 
Tis paſt relief. yet by himſelf he fwore, . 


Who from the dead thy relſes can reſtore: 
What obftacle ſurmonnts almighty pow'r? ' 
This ſaid, the pious youth reſign'd his lifes 
Bleft Abram ſhook off all paternal ftrife, 5 ; 
And forward thruſt the conſecrated knife. 
As lightning from the ſkies, an angel broke, 
And warded with his hand the fatal ſtroke, 
* 
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When thus a voice ſtreams downward from above, 

Breathing divine beneficence and love, K 
By my great ſelf I ſwear, to bleſs thy race 

With endleſs favour, and peculiar grace; 

Thy fcepter'd ſons the ſpacious Eaſt ſhall ſway, 

While vanquiſh'd Kings obedient tribute pay, 
Here Jacob ends, and to his tent retires ; 

Their fleecy charge the parting fwains requires, 


BOOK II. 


The infernal powers endeavonr to raiſe factions in Facob's 
family, FJoſepli's dreams. His brothers jealouſy and 
" malice. He comes to Dothan, They confine him in a 


pit while they conſult his ruin. An Angel in a viſion 


preſages to him his future greatneſs, and warns him of 
the ſnares of beauty and unlawful love. His brothers 
ſpare his life, and ſell him to the Midian merchants 

- trgoelling with their ſpicy traffic into Egypt. Jacob 
ob/tinate in grief refuſes all conſolation. 


EAN time the Pagan deities diſpleas'd, 
To find the public ftorm fo ſoon appeas'd, 
Studious attempt by new malicious ways, 

Among the Hebrews civil jars to raiſe: 

Moloch already had provokꝰ'd the ftrife, 

And kindling miſchief threatens Joſeph's life. 

The lovely youth, fair Rachel's. boaſted ſon, 

Completly form'd, .is ſeventeenth year begun; 

His mother's ſparkling eyes, and blooming grace, 

Mixt with ſeverer ſtrokes, adorn'd his face. 

Not he that in Sabea's fragrant grove, 

(As poets ſung) enflam'd the queen of love: 

Nor Hylas, nor Narciſſus look'd ſo gay, 

When the clear ſtreams his roſy bluſh diſplay. 
In all his conduct ſomething noble ſhone, 
Which meant him for a greatneſs yet unknown, 
Vifions had oft his riſing fate foretold: 
The laſt to Jacob thus his lips unfold, 
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His brethren by hen fleep had elo: d mine e 
A corny geld before my fancy flies 4 oY 
(Still to my thoughts the yellow crop appears!) 


My brothers with me reap'd the bending ears ; 


When theirs with ſudden motion mine ſurround, 
And bow'd with proſtrate rev'rence to the ground, 
But now my mind of rural buſineſs clear'd, 

Above my head a wond'rous ſcene appear'd ; 

The moon and ſtars at higheſt noon — bright, 
Unconquer'd by the ſun's ſuperior light; 


Induftrious each a fingle ſheaf had bound, ? 


And at my feet with humble homage bend. 

The ſhepherds hear his ſtory with ſurprize: _ 
Muſt we thy vaſlals be? Proud Aſhur cries, : 
With rage and threat*ging malice in his eyes. 

At Mamre, Jacoh and his fav'rite ſtay, 
The reſt to Dothan's flow'ry meadows ſtray ; 
Infernal envy all their boſons fires, 
And black reſolves and horrid thoughts inſpires : 


At laſt young Joſeph's murder is deſign'd, 


Hell with the monſtgous treachery combin'd, . 
He comes to Dothan, by his father ſent,. 
And heav'n alone his ruin can prevent. 
Their guiltlefs prey, he ſtands without defence, 
But inborn worth, and fearleſs innocence, * 


His brethren's crimes, his father's hoary hairs, 


Were all the ſubject that'alarm'd his fears. 

The fatal ſtroke they now prepare to give, 
When Reuben's artf the hopeleſs yon -* retrieve, ö 
By thus adviſing let your brother live. 

A thouſand eaſy methods yet remain, 
To render all his glorious projects vain ; 
But till we have determin'd the deſi 

To yonder pit th aſpiring boy confine. 


To him they yield, and to their tents retire, | 
„ he fiends below their own ſiſcceſs admire. 


The night prevails, and draws her fable train, 
With fileat pace, along 15 etherial plain, 
8 
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By fits the dancing ſtars exert their beams ; 
The filver oreſcent glimmers on the ſtreams; 
The ſluggiſh waters, with a drowſy roar, . 
And ling'ring motion, roll along the ſhore ; 
Their murmar anſwers to the ruſtling breeze, 
That faintly whiſpetsthro? the nodding trees; 
, The peaceful echoes undiſturb'd with ſound, 
* Lay flumb'ring iu the cavern'd hills around; 
Frenzy and faction, love and envy ſlept; 

A kill ſolemnity all nature kept; 
Devotion only wak'd, and to the ſkies 


Directs the pris nerꝭ pious vows and eyes 


To God's high throne a wing d petition flew, 
A- 4 from the ſkies commiſſon'd Gabriel drew; 
| of the ſeven, who by appointed turas 
fore the throne ambroſial incenſe burns. 
A ſudden day, returning on the night, 
Vanquiſh'd the ſhades, and put the ſtars to flight; 
Th' enlighten'd cave receives the ſhining gueſt 
In all his heav'nly pomp divinely dreſt; 1 
He greets the youth, and, thus his charge ä 
To marrow thou muſt leave rich Jordan's ſhore, 
And*trace Moriah's ſacred hill no more; 
A great and grateful nation yet unknown, 
Sav'd by thy care, ſhall thee their patron own; 
But let thy breaſt impenetrable prove 
To wanton deauty, and forbidden love: 
This heav'n enjoins,—The wond'ring ſhepherd bow d; 
The angel mounted on a radiant cloud. 
The · morniũg now her lovely face diſplay'd, 
And with a rofy ſmile diſpell'd the ſhade, 
The faction roſe; and cloſe in council ſat, 
On means that muſt determine Joſeph's fate; 
Nor long they ſat, for on the neighb'ring road, 
A train of camels with their ſpicy load, 
Follow'd by Midian merchants travell'd by: * 
Heav'n marks the way, the envious brothers cry ; 
Whate'er th' ambitious dreamers thoughts portend, 
His hopes with theſe to foreign lands'we'll ſend, 
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| They ſtop the Midianites, and ſoon agree, ; 
| Refolv'd no more his hated face to ſee; 
. With looks, which perfect inward anguiſh tell; 
g And falling tears, he took this ſad fare wel; 

I go to wander on ſome barb'rous clime, 
May heav'nly juſtice ne'er avenge this crime! 
Be ſtill indulgent to my father's age, 
| His grief for me with flatt'ring hopes aſſwage. 
They hear, they ſee the anguiſh of his ſoul, 
And ſcarce their ſtruggling pity can controul ; 
Touch'd with fo ſad a ſcene, they all begin 
= Jo feel remorſe for this unnatural fin, 
And half repent ; but hate and envy prove 
Their victor paſſions, and repreſs their love. 
| They form a ſpecious fraud, to hide the deed 
From their old fire, and in the plot ſucceed. 
Their brother's varied coat they ſtill retain'd 
And with a bleeding kid the veſtment fiain'd ; 

Wich this ro Mamre, treach'rous Simeon goes, 

5 ? ; Too well the loſt gld-man the relic knows. | 
After a diſmal pauſe, his ſorrow breaks . 
Its violent way, and this fad language ſpeaks 

My fon !——alas, ſome ſavage monſter's prey! 
Why have I liv'd to this detefied day? 
Why have I ling'red thus? I ſhould have dy'd, 
When thy more happy mother left my ſide, 
My beſt lov'd wife but all my Rachel s face 
d L eould in thy reſembling features trace. 5 
Tormenting thought o hide me from the light! 
Its uſeleſs rays afflict my feeble ſight: 
Come lead me to the ſolitary grave, 
Deſpair and woe that dark retirement crave ; 
There ſhall I, ftretch'd upon my duſty bed, 
Forget the toils of life, and mingle with the 
In vain his friends attempt to bring relief, 
In vain perſuade inexorable grief; - 
'Tis deep, and intermingled with his ſanl, 
Nor time, nor counſel can its force cohtrouls « 
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A defeription of Egypt, with the ppramids. Yoſeph ſold by 
the Midian merchants to a captain of the royal guards, 
He leads him to his palace. Shews his wife the hand- 

ſome captive. Her growing paſſion for lim. A young 
Affyrian maid endeavouring to amuſe and divert her 
miſtreſs, tells her the tory of Nimus and Semiramis. 


EAN while thro' ſavage woods, and deſerts vaſt, 


The captive with his Midian maſters paſt, 

At laſt rich Egypt's pleaſant coaſts are ſeen, 

The level r1eads dreſt with immortal green; 

Between them fertile Nile directs his courſe, 

And nobly flows from his immortal ſource, 

Along the borders of the ſacred flood, 

Aſpiring groves and lately cities ſtood : 

Here ancient Tanais in her height appear'd, 

Before Amphion's lute the Theban wall had rear'd, 
The ſun's devoted city, radiant On, 3 

With roofs emboſs'd, and golden foliage ſhone; 

Ere ſkilful Vulcan was at Lemnos nam'd, 

Or Cynthia's darts, of ſhields for Pallas fram'd. + 
Diſtinẽt from theſe, on the Peluſian firands, 

Anſana crown'd with ſilver turrets ſtands; 

Rais'd to its height, as old tradition tells, 

By powerful magic, and ſecur'd by ſpells: 

Th' Egyptian wizards here themſelves immure, 

Canverſe with hell, ang practiſe rites impure. 
Now mighty pyramids the fight ſurprize, 

On Maſre's plain the ſpiral tow'rs ariſe, 

Redouſa here magnificently ſhrouds 

Its lofty head among ſurrounding clouds: 

By Saurid built, the daring ſtructure ſtood 

The fury of the univerſal flood. 

Phacat and Samir's pointed tops aſcend, 

And o'er the fields their length'ning ſhades extend; 

Their compaſs ſacred to the dead remain, 

Within eternal night and filegce reign 
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No lightſome ray ſalutes them from the ſæy, 
But glaring lamps depending from on high, N 
With fickly gleams the hollow ſpace ſupply. 

Here ancient kings, embalm'd with wond'rous coft, 
A long exemption from corruption boaſt : 

In artful figures ſome are fitting plac'd, 

With fruitleſs pomp, and idle enfigns grac'd ; 

While others ſtretch'd in ſleeping poſtures lie, 

On folding carpets of imperial dye: | 

Their hov'ring ghoſts, pleas'd with this mimic pride, 
Among the breathleſs carcaſſes reſide. ; 
Rut what prodigious things within were ſhown, 
Were to the Hebrew ſtranger yet unknown, c 
Aſtoniſh'd at their outward bulk alone. 

And now arriv'd where Zoan's wall enclos'd 
Imperial tow'rs, the Midianites expos'd 
Their fragrant traffic, with the handſome aye : 

His mind beyond his years compos'd and grave ; 
His aſpe& ſomething ſpoke divinely great, 
Something that mark'd him for a nobler fate. | 

A generous captain, chief of Pharaah's bands, 
Admiring much the graceful captive, ſtands, 0 
Then - gives the Midianites their full demands, 

A ſudden friendſhip in his breaſt he finds, 
Experienc'd only by unvulgar minds: ' 
Some heav'nly being had prepar'd his thought, 
And on his heart the kind impreſſion wronghe. 

Without regret, young ſtranger, follow me, 

Said Potiphar, I now have ranſom'd thee 5 
From ſervitude this moment thou art free. 

The youth receiv'd the favour with a grace, 
That anſwer'd all the promiſe of his face. 

Fronting the royal houſe, a ſtructute crown'd 
With turrets ſtood, and palmy groves around; 
Diſcourſing, hither thro” the walks, they went, 
Both pleas'd alike, and equally content. 

The ſeat they reach'd, when for a coſtly veſt 
The maſter call'd, in this the youth they dreſs'd ; 
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No more diſparag'd with a ſlave attire, 
His faultleſs ſhape and features all admire. 
His hair, like paleſt amber, from his croun 


* In floating curls, and ſhining waves fell down, 


Young Paris ſuch ſurprifing charms diſplay'd, 


Wen firſt in gold and Tyrian filks array'd, 
He laid his crook afide, forgot the ſwain, 


And bid adieu to 1da's flow'ry plain. 
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Then far his wife the captain bids them ſend, 


And ſhews with boaſting joy his purchas'd friend, 


The fair Sabrina, lately made his bride, 
Was in her beauty's celebrated pride. 
Her large black eyes ſhone with a \prightly ws 
And love at ev'ry fatal glance inſpire. - 
The ſwarthy luftre of her charming face . 
The full blown lily and the roſe diſgrace. 
Her gloſſy hair outvy'd the raven's wings, 
And curl'd about her neck in wanton rings, 
Affectedly ſhe took a careleſs view, 
And to her own apartment ſoon withdrew. 
Joſeph belov'd and happy long remain'd, 


And from his lord ſueceſſive favours gain'd ; 
Who now at home grown profp'rous, and abroad, 


Believes his gueſt ſome favourable God: 

He gives him o'er his houſe the full command, 

Entruſting all his treaſures to his hand. 
Meantime Sabrina feeds within her breaſt 

A ſecret fire, but ſhame its rage ſuppreſt, 

When firſt ſhe ſaw the charming Hebrew's eyes, 

She folt, but well diſſembled the ſurpriſe ; 

But thro? her various arts an inward care 


Ine latiguors of her penſive looks declare, 


Cyrena found the change (a Syrian maid, ' 
Well bora, but from her native coaſts betray'd:) 
She ſaw the change, but led by nicer "laws, 


Was thoughtleſs Kill of its reproachful cauſe, 


Her voice, her eaſy wit, and eloquence, 
Could hold the wildeſt paſſion lu ſuſpence, 
Attending oft her miſtreſs to a grove, 


1 Their pul * with pleaſing tales ſhe icovs 
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A peaſant near a rocky cavern paſt ; 


1 2233 J 
To entertain herthoughts, and charm her grief: 
Nor fail'd her arts to give a ſhort relief. 
Her native clime the pleafing ſubje proves, 
The Syrian pomp, their cuftomy, and their laves; - 
Among the reſt Sabrina hears her name 
Semiramis, a queen of ancient fame, 
And aſk'd her now the ſtory to relate: 
Repos d beneattra ſpreading palm they ſate. 
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BOOK V. . 


The ry of Semiramis—expoſed, when an infant, in the 
Felds; where /he is found { cover'd with a rich embroi- - , 
dered mantle) by a peaſant, who Carries her ta Simmay - 
the chief of the king"s Shepherds, by whom /he is married 
to Menon, the principal commander. of the , Aſſyrian 
Forces. Menon being called to the fiege of Basis, g 
follows him in a martial. diſguiſe. Menon. diſcovers 
her ſex to the King, who marries ler, after. the death of . * 
Menon. . 


HE maid begins Where fan's Coapſes laves 
Rich Elam's borders with his ſacred waves, 
Along the fields their tents the ſhepherds ſpread, 
By them vthe-King's unnumber'd fidcks were fed. 
The filent dawn was miſty yet and grey, 
And hoary moiſture on the mountains lay. 
Intent on rural cares, with early haſte, 


Acroſs his path was raid a moſly bed, i 

O'er that a rich embtoider'd mantle ſpread; Ag 

This, lifted up, reveal'd a lovely child, 

Which fairer than the roſy morning ſmil'd: 

The wond'ring ſwain forgot his country cares, 4 

And back to Simma's houſe the infant bears, , = 
- Simma his maſter was, tho“ wealthy, jut: >" WY 

The royal lanids and flocks were made hls tru f. | 


* „ 
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And ſeeing now the child ſurpaſſing fair, 

He took. and bred her with indulgent care: 

In nothipg he controujs her growing years, 

No coſt to pleaſe her boundleſs fancy ſpares. 
When, by revolving moons, ſucceſhve time 

Had brought her beauty to its perfect prime, 

Her ſhape. was faultleſs, and in all her micn 


No mortal e'er could boaſt ſo fait a face, 
Such radiant eyes, and ſo divine a grace. 


* Het fnowy veſt a crimſon girdle bound: 


To hex the fragrant tribute of the ſpring, 


Not diſtant far from wealthy Simma's ſeat, 
Herbie Meuon od a fair retreat; 
His-rank, and early worth, the high command 
Of all the fam'd Afyrian force had gain'd : 
In peaceful times the chief whom all admir'd, 
To prove a ſofter happineſs retir d; 
*Twad here Semiramis his wiſhes fir'd. 


And for the glorious prize to Simma ſu'd ; 
Proffer'd with ſacrÞd rites his vows to bind: 


N on meaneÞ terms ſhe had his ſuit deny'd ; 

| With virtue guarded and 2 noble pride, 

15 The lover finds ſucceſs, but all his joys + 
Ns A ſudden ſummons from the. King defiroys. 
[ Bactria revolts, Ninus the tidings hears, 

4 Himſelf in arms to meet the foe prepares. 

But three ſhort days ungeatle fate allows ' 


He riches Gill amaſe'd without an hetr,- ; b 


Preſaging marks of majeſty were ſeen: — , 


A flow'ry wreath her beguteous temples-crown'd, 


Thus drefs'd, ſhe walks a goddeſs'o'er the plains, 
Admir'd and lov'd by all the gazing ſwains; | 


With am'rous zeal on bended knees they bring. 


3 


With raviſh'd eyes her heav'nly face he view'd, 


This honduf pleas'd the haughty virgin's mind; 


1. Sad Menon, for his ſighs and parting vows: , 
13 He curſt his martial charge, and public fame, 
„ And loaths the ine umbrance of a glorious name, 
9 Which rends him now from all the joys of liſe, 


His 10% d Semiramis, his charming wife. 


| 

| 
5 
| 


* 
* 
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$he-hears the King's command with let furpsne, 


And, Menon, baniſh all your care, ſhe erigs. « : 
We cannot——tis impoſſible to part, ; , 


Love with heroic couraye fires my heart. 
| To follow you thro' raging ſeas I'd go, - b 
| Oer burning deſerts, or pgrpetual ſnow. 
| By your example led, I ſhall pot fear 
| © The flying arrow or the pointed ſpear ; . | 
| Pierc'd with a fatal dart, were Menon by, E-y 
| *T would be a ſoft, an-eafy thing, to die. , * 
| TY event be what it will, with you ll run 3 ; 
To certain death, nor any dahger ſhun ; c 
Be witneſs to my vows, thou radiant, fun! * 
Nor can th' advent'rous deed my conduct tain, + | 
Secure with you the Tecret ſhall remain; SM. - th 
| I doldly;can defy all other eyes, | „ 
| In threat'uing armour, and a martial guiſe. 
New pleaſure fills the hero's breaſt, to find 
Such beauty, love, and ſtedfaſt virtue join'd, + 
A thouſand kind tranſporting thjugs he ſaid, 
| 
| 
| 


A thouſand vaws of laſingpaſfion mad: 
Then for a rich babiliment of war 1 a » 
He ſent, and dreſs'd himſelf the ſmiling fair * 
A coltly helmet glitter'd on her head, 
On which a dove its filver pinions ſpread ; » 
A plume of whiteſt feathers dagc'd above, 
| With, ev'ry trembling breatlf of ait they move. 
| Th embroider'd ſcarf that o'er her armour flow'd 
| With dazzling flames of gold and-ſcarlet gl d. . 
Her hand a javelin ſhook with mimic pride, 
A painted quiver rattled by her fide. : 
| Her, height and mien agorn the warlike, dreſs, | . 
More vig rous rays her charming eyes expreſs. . 
„The courſer, of bis beauteaus burden proud, , P 
"With golden trappings bounded thro” * crowd, 
Menon, of Syrian arms the grace and pride, 
| Kept near the lovely maſquerager's fide. . | 
. On Dura's plain the Babylonion force „ 
| * Ja tanks attend their mighty leader's courſe, 
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White Ninus, gracefol as a martial god, 
Exalted on bis glittering chariot rode. 

The Bactrians their approaching foes diſdain, | 
*Reſolv*&their fortreſs bravely to maintain; 
And long the town with matchleſs conrage held, 
And oft to flight th' Armenian troops'compell'd: 
Till bold Semiramis, who danger ſought, 

And fearleſs in the foremoſt ranks had fought, 
":Odſerv'd a rock, which o'er a caſtle lean'd; 
* The Bactrians this were careleſs to defend, 
Believing it from all acceſs ſecure; 
She finds a path among the cliffs obſcure : 
Then wick a choſen band intrepid gains 
The top, and ſoon the unguarded fort obtains, 
The town thus made the fierce beſieger's prey, 
» To her they gave the conqueſt of the dax. 
All prais'd the youth (for ſuch ſhe was believ'd) 
Her bold addreſs egch party had deceiv'd; | 
But Niuus moſt her fortitude admires, 5 
He views her blooming youth, her race enquires. | 
Menon, in dotage. loſt, with fooliſh pride, 
5 No more the fatal ſecret ſtrives to hide; 
Nor once imagin'd this unlucky bbaſt, 
Ihe joy of all his future life muſt coſt. 
Ninus witk other eyes her beauty views, 
In other terms his gratitude- rene ws. | 

To Babylon return'd, he yet conceal'd | 
His growing flame, by Menon's worth with-held; — 4 
Too well he with the ſad reflection knows, ; | | 


| 


What to his connſel and his ſword he owes; 
- Theſe gen'rous gies at firſt his love oppoſe: | 

But nothing can th*-encreaſing rage reſtrain; _ | 
By gentle means he yet his end would gain. | 

7 Menon, he ſaid, my wiſhes-to procure, | 
I' give thee cities, and a boundleſs ſtore 
of gold, and precious gems, and for a _ 
A blooming Princeſs tothe crown * 
All this, and more, to gain her love III 
Without Semiramis I cannot live, | 


+ 


© 


— 
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Reſenting Menon, with a handſome pride, 


'Refus'd his offers, and the ſuit deny'd, 


The ſofter ſex he next attempts to gain; 
She too rejects his paſſion with diſdain, | 
What now avaik the glories of the Eaft? 

Nor wealth, nor empire can procure his reſt. 
Tir'd with unheeded fighs, and fruitleſs pray*ry 


He tries more rig*rous means to eaſe his care; 


And threatens thus; with my deſires comply, 
Or ſoon prepare to ſee your hero die. 

From Menon, this ſhe hides, who lefs ſevere 
Obſerves her to the am'rous King appear: 

His fondneſs with the jealous paſſion grows; 
No joy, no lightſome interval he knows, | : 
The mingled, frenzy gives him no repoſe. 

She falſe! he cries, my fair, enchanting wife! 
And can I yet protract this wretched life; 
This anxious heart, with hopeleſs grief oppreſs'd, 
In death's cold ſhade ſhall find perpet tal reſt, 
He ſaid ; then all the hoſtile ſrars defy'd, 

And plung'd the fatal weapon in his ſide, 
A long adieu! Semiramis, he cries ; 
With thoſe lov'd accents 6n his lips he dies: 


dhe hears the parting groan, and to his ſuccour flies, 


Sunk on the floor ſhe ſees her lover bleed, 
Himſelf the author of the barb'rous deed ; 
But true to love, and virtue's ſtricteſt laws, 


- She neither knew, nor could ſuſpect the cauſe, 


Seiz d with a ſudden horror and ſurpriſe, 


ö 


She faints, and near the breathleſs carcaſe lies; & 


Her frighted women to her reſcue haſte, 

And wake the doubtful ſpark of life, at laſt - 

A hollow groan enſues ; with feeble ſight * 
she meets the day, and loaths the flaſhing 1 * 
A ſtedfaſt ſorrow in her face appears, 8 
Above the ſoft relief of female tears; 

Silent as death, her words no utt'rance and 


I 0 tell the inward anguiſh of her mind: . 


A fixt, ſedate, and rational deſpair 
Compos'd her looks, and ſettled In * air, 


80 ſmoo by 
While treach'rous winds their gath'ring breath refrains - 
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In fucks fallen calm the billows ſleep, 
an aſpeR wears the gloomy deep % 


Preſaging tempeſts on the troubled main, 

Th impatient prince with juſt reſpect attends 
Her ebbing grief, and long his flamè ſuſpends ; 
And long her ſtedfaſt thoughts relehtleſs prove 
To proffer'd empire and inviting love: 

Till fate itſelf her ſtubborn heart inclin'd 
To take a crown, by all the ſtars deſign'd, 
And fill a ſphere proportion'd to her mind, 

Ninus was now of ev'ry wiſh poſſeſt, 

With ſov'reign rule and brighter pleaſure bleſt ; 
But ah! how ſhort a boaſt has mortal joy? 
What ſudden ſtorms the flatt'ring calm deſtroy? 
What human privilege, what lawleſs pow'r, 
Can one ſhort day retard th' appointed hour ? 


C 


* 


Thrice thro? the midnight ſilence, from the ground, 


The ſtartled monarch hears a warning ſound ; 
Thrice Menon's ghoſt a frowning ſpe&re.fiands, 
And ſeems to beckon with his niry hands, 
A ſudden faintneſs ſeiz'd his trembling heart, 
While haſty life retires fromev'ry part; 
Speechleſs and pale. his eye-balls roll in death, 
While with reluctant pangs he yields his breath. 
The mournful princeſs to his merit juſt, 
With wond'rous pomp interr'd the-royal duſt: 
High on a mount his ſepulchre ſhe plac'd, 
With marble ſpjres, and painted arches grac'd. 
She bids farewel to love's deceitful flame; 
Reſolv'd to leave behind a glorious name, e 
In coftly ſtruqures of immortal fame. 
A lofty dome to Belus firſt ſhe built; 
The inward roof with dazzling filver gilt ; 
The was faſhion'd in a wond'rons mould, 


With perfect att; his bulk was maſly gold; * 


His ſacred ytenſils were all the ſame, , 

While fragrant oils in golden ſockets flame. 
Old Babel next with boundleſs coſt ſhe wall'd ; 

And Babylou zhe . city call'ds 


_— * 
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Ts bounds with forts and battlements were crown', 


And compaſs'd in ati endleſs tract of ground, 


+ Valleys and leveld hills the vaſt extent ſurround : 


Where fronting ranks of palaces were ſeen, 


is 


With fireams, and groves, and painted meads between. 


Euphrates in its courſe the town divides, 


Around the place a hundred gates unfold, 

Thro' which a bundred glittering chariots roll'd ; 
© Which all for ſtate attend the queen's commands, 
When ſhe her progreſs makes thro? diſtant lands, 
Reſolv'd to viſit now the neighb'ring Medes, 

Her train ſhe o'er the lofty Sagris leads, 
Atpompous Ecbatgna now ſhe ſtaid, 

And all her own magnificence diſplay'd, 

Gay projects herb employ'd her adtive mind, 
Gardens, and ſeats of pleaſure ſhe deũgn'd; 5 
Luxurious nature with her art combin'd. 

Not far from thence a plain extended lay, 
With ſtately groves and flow'ry verdure gay; 
The ſpreading palm, the cedar, and the pine, 
Arching above their mingled branches join. 
Semiramis now turns an ancient flood, 

With matchleſs labour, thro? the charming wood; 
The plenteous ſtream in various rills divides, - 
While marble bounds confine the cryſtal tides, 

In marble baſons of an equal rowy 

Myrtle, und balm, and flow'ry caſſia grow, 


« Prodigious rocks intire were hither brought, 


"While through the midſt its ſtately current glides r | 


smooth arches thro? their craggy ſides were ' wrought 


Here artificial hills, their ſummits rear, 

For ſhade retiring grots around appear, 

In various bloom the valleys ſtood below, 

From far the beauteous Syrian roſes glow, 

All that perfume the bleſt Saban fields, 
Grows here, with all that ſacred Nyſa yields. 
Here breath'd the fragrant calamus, and fir, 


* Cinnamon, frankincenſe, and weeping.myrrh, + - 
Shrill birds among the ſpicy branches fing, 6 


Their warbling notes along the valleys ring 
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The winds and waters with a gentle noiſe 
Double the ſound, and anſwer every voice. 
The Queen awhile had theſe diverſions prov's, - 
And then her court to Babylon remov'd: 
But ah! what heights of happineſs are free 
From fickle chance, or certain deftiny ? 
The princefs finds a ſwift decay controul 
The uſual force, and vigour of her foul; 
Nor-ſtruggling nature could its force repel, . 
While heav'n and earth the public change foretek . 
She from the oracle enquires th? eveut, 
The flatt'ring prieſts this pleaſing anſwer- ſent : 
That from the Gods ſhe drew her heav'nly race, 
And ſhortly muſt the immortal number grace. - 
Pleas'd with the glories of her future ſtate, 
She yields without reluctance to her fate. 
* Cyrena ends her tale; the cloſing day 
Withdrew its ſplendor, and forbid their ſtay, . 


BOOK v.. 


* 


Yoſepl's mi ſtreſi at laſt diſcovers her criminal payſion o 


bim: but is repulſed. She complains to her nurſe, who 
wainly tries the force of ſpells. She is ſent by her miſtreſs 
to Harpinus, His cell deſcribed. He conſults the 
planets, and flatters her with fucceſs ; /till finding the 
Hebrew youth inflexible to all her charms, he falſely 


accuſes him to his maſter, by whom he is confined to @ , 


TILL with impatient love Sabrina pines, 

Aud now to ſpeak the fatal truth defigns; 
Sooth'd by her own indulgent hopes, which trace 
A ſecret paſſion in the Hebrew's face. 

He fighs, and when he thinks hiinſelf alone, 1 
Oft ſeems ſome new misfortune to bemoan, 5 
In foreign accents, and a tongue unknown, 

Her vanity an explanation found, : 

And put a ſenſe on every flatt'ring ſound, 


a , ad. 


4 


Should, at the firſt addreſs, be nice and coy? 


But fears th' ambitious motive to purſue: 1 
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Forgetful df her nuptial vows and fame, 
She fondly thus betrays her guilty flame: 
If yet my torments are to thee unkitown, 
If yet my fighs the myſry have not new, 
Inſenfible,——let this confeſſion prove ? 
The firange exceſs, and grandeur of my love, 
Yet had I ſtill my wild defire ſuppreſt, 
Had not thine eyes an equal flame coufeſt. 
Let me be puniſh'd with the laſt diſdain, 
He faid, if eber I harbour'd thoughts ſo vain! 
I ne*er Sabrina's favour ſo abus d, 
Nor once your virtue in my heart accus'd... 
Should I perfidious (heav'n forbid) offend 
My gen*rous maſter, I might ſay my friend; A 
Let ſcandal fink my name, when ſo unjuſt - 
I prove, ſo falſe to hoſpitable truſt ! 
Thus with a modeſt turn he would reclaim * 
Her am'rous.phrenzy, and conceal her ſhame 
Nor waits her leave but haſtily withdrew. | 
Careleſs her limbs upon a couch. ſhe threw, 
And curſt her folly with a thouſand tears; 
Till Iphicle her artful nurſe appears; 
Of ſo much grief ſhe preſsd to know the cauſe, ' , 
At laſt the ſecfet from her miſtreſs draws, X 
You wrong, the Beldam cries, your own deſert, 
For you have charms, the youth a human heart, 
Your beauty might a ſavage breaſt inſpire, 
At ſight of you the coldeſt age takes fire. 
But where's the wonder that a baſhful boy 


He loves, no doubt, and languiſhes like you; 


Nor ſhall your utmoſt wiſhes want redreſs, = 
I have a draught that gives divine ſucceſs ; 
Nepenthe, which th* immortals quaff above, 
Theſe ſacred drops rewarded Chemis' love. | 
When Totis, by his death, the full command = 
Of Miſraim left in fair Charoda's hand, | 
The rich Gebirus from Chaldea came _ 
With foreign pomp to ſeek the royal dame, 


L 234 ] 

Chemis adorn'd his train, whoſe charming face, 
Allur'd a goddeſs of the wat'ry race; a 
On Nilus' banks the young Chaldean ſtood, 
When lo! Merina rifing from the flood, 
Her chariot ſet with pearl, the wave divides, 
Softly along the filver ſtream ſhe glides, 
Her robes with pearl and ſparkling rubies ſhine, 
Her brighter eyes expreſs a light divine. 
Nor from her humid bed the blooming day 
Has e'er aſcended with a clearer ray. 
Her ſmiles the raging tempeſts could appeaſe, 
Allay the winds, and calm the ſwelling ſeas. * 
She leaves her cryſtal vaults, and coral groves, 5 
Her liquis kingdoms, and immortal loves, : 
And o'er the graſſy meads with Chemis roves, 
And parting gave him this celeſtial ſpell, 
Which ev'ry good procures, and can each ill repel, 
My mother from this youth derives her line, 
And this ſhe left me, as a gift divine, 
By all her anceſtors preſerv'd with care; 
One heay*nly drop ſhall baniſh your deſpair. 

Her flatt'ring nurſe's charm ſhe vaialy tries, 
For Joſeph ſtill her hateful paſſion flies: 
But obſtinate in love, to gain her ends, 
To fam'd Anſana Iphicle ſhe ſends. 

Harpinus there an uncouth dwelling own'd, 
- Planted with yew and mournful cypreſs round; 
Whoſe ſhadows every pleafing thought controuly 
And ful with deep anxiety the ſoul. 
Hither black fiends at dead of night advance, 
The horned Serim thro? the darkneſs dance: 
From earth, from air, and from the briny deep 
They come, and here noctutnal revels keep. 
From gloomy Acherufia, and the fen 
Of Serbon, and the foreſt of Birdene ; 
From Ophiodes, the ſerpent iſle, they come, 
And Syrtes, where fantaftic ſpectres roam; 
From Chabnus, and the wild Pſebarian peak, 
| Whoſe hoary clifls the clouds long order break, 
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tn helliſh banquets, and obſcene del; ghts, 
The curſt aſſembly here conſume the nights, 
The fickK'ning moon her feeble light with-holds, 
In ſable clouds her argent horns ſhe folds ; 
The conſtellations quench their glimm'ring fire, * 
And frighted far to diſtant ſkies retire. 

Amidſt theſe horrors, in his echoing cells, . 
And winding vaults, the necromancer dwells: 
Faſting from room to room, the brazen doors 
Reſound, as when exploded thunder roars. 
The day excluded thence, bihe ſulphur burns, 
With frightful ſplendor, in'a thouſand. urns, - 
Tha wizard here employs his mighty ſpells, 


And great events by divination tells; 


Inſeribing myſlic figures on the ground, 
And mutt'ring words of an unlawful ſound; 
ich from their tombs the ſhiv'ring ghoſts compel 

And force them future ſecrets to reveal. 
The ftars he knew, when adverſe, or benign; 
When with malignant influence*they ſhine, 5 6 
Or, darting profp'rous rays, to. Iove incline. . 

The nurſe a pleaſing anſwer here obtain'd, 
And thus Sabrina drooping thoughts ſuſtain d. 
The third ſucceeding day ſhall crown your love, 
And every am'rous tar propitious prove. © 

Sabrina feeds the while her guilty flame, 


And now the third appointed morning came; 


When for the favoured youth in hafte ſhe ſends ; 

The meſſage with reluctance he attends, 

Silent ſhe fits: while waiting her commands, 

Fix d at a formal diſtance long he ſtands. — 

Her eyes fill fix*d on Joſeph's beauteous face, 

A cloſe contempt, and inward hatred trace; 

Yet deſp'rate to complete her own diſgrace. 
Ungrateful youth! ſhe cries, too well I find, 

By theſe cold looks, thy unrelenting mind. 

Thy ſavage temper, and unconquer d prids, 

By words of ſacred import thou wouldſt hide, 

Thou talk t of holy ties, and rules ſevere, 


Pretending ſome ayenging God to fear. 


1 3 3 


What God, alas! does cruelty command! | 
Or human bliſs maliciouſly withſtand ! . 


"Such thoughts as theſe the heav'nly pow'rs arraigu, 


Eface their goodneſs, and their juſtice ſtain. 
Would they the gen'rous principle controul, 
Who gave this am'rous bias to the ſoul? 
What nature is, they made it: nor can bind 
With ſervile laws the freedom of the mind : ? 
Were this our lot, happy the brutal kind, 
That uumoleſted thro? the foreſt rove, 
Licentious in their choice, and unconfin'd in love 
Virtue !=—a mere imaginary ching 
Torment it may, but- can no pleaſure bring. 
Honour tis nothing but precarious fame. 
For empty breath, for a fantaſtic name, 
Wilt thou my ſoft entreaties ſtill deny, 
And ſee me languiſh, and unpitied die? 
Conſeat at laſt to love's enchanting ) Joys, *» 
While pleaſure calls thee with her tempting voice: 
Theſe folding curtains ſha} our bliſs'conceal, 
That no intruding eye our theft reveal. 
Deluded fair! the noble youth replies, 
Could we ſome artful labyrinth deviſe 
To hide our fin, and far from mortal fight . * 
Retire, involv'd in all the ſhades of night; 
Yet there, —expos'd to heav'n's unclouded view, 
Its vengeance would our treachery purſue; 
Diſtinguiſh'd plagnes would ſoon our guilt expoſe, 
While all your ſex's glory you muſt loſe,” 
To Patiphar alone your,vows belong, 
Jn him a tender lover you muſt wrong, 
For me, where ſhall I hide my hated 
Could 1 be conſcious of a crime fo baſe? * 
No, let me thro' the yawning earth deſcend, 
Rather than with infolence offene oy 
The laws of God, and Kindneſs of my friend! 
My maſter's favourt, endleſs to recite, 
When I with ſuch jngratitude requite 3 
When with @»thought fo horrid and 
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| Let wrathful lightning flaſhing round my head, 
"1 And bolts of raging thunder firike me dead! 
Let execrations, and eternal ſhame, * 
Deſtroy my peace, and blaſt my hated name! 
Theſe words with ſuch an awful air he ſpoke, 
Celeſtial virtue ſparkling in his look, 
Nis haughty miſtreſs all her hopes refign'd, , 
9 Ad felt a diff rent frenzy ſeize her mind: . 
| + ,Affiſting fiends the helliſh thought ſuggeſt, 
| And blot the tender paſſion from her breaſt, 
A crimſon ſcarf with ornamental pride 
Was o'er his graceful ſhoulders looſely ty'd ; 
This furiouſly ſhe ſnatch'd, while from th' embface, 
He frees himſelf, and quits the hated place. 92 
She call'd aloud, her voice Cyrena hears, 
And entring ſaw her well-diſſembled tears. 
A tale of proffer'd violence ſhe feigns, * 
d of the Hebrew's arrogance complains, = | 
L arm'd at her repeated calls, ſhe ſaid, ©. -. . 
; | Fhe monſter left his curſt defign, and fled, „ 
; | His ſcarf the truth confirm d; her lord the while 
Returns: her words his eaſy faith beguile: , * 
Blinded with rage he calls the injur'd youth, 
And thus upbraids his violated truth: - 
How canft thou, wretch! belie a mind ſo baſeg, 
With that undaunted air, and tleſs face? 
Hypocriſy ſo ſteady and complete, © Jo 
A villain, cautious as thyſelf, might cheat z 
No wonder then thy practis'd faintly ſhews * 
should on my honeſt artleſi mind impoſe. 
My ſoul entire to thee I did reffgn, : X 
Except my bed, whate'er I had was thine, | 4 
In fetters let the ungrateful ſlave be ty d, 
Some gloomy dungeon ſhall the monſter hide. 0 
\] Dungeons, he ſaid, and chains I can defy, . 
But would not, curſt with your diſpleaſure, dle. 
This ſad refleQion aggravates my» fate 2 1 % 
How ſhall I bear- my gen'rou maſter's hate}? 
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Oh tay! at leaſt my vindication hear, | | 
While by th' unutterable name I ſwear, 5 | 
My thoughts are alb from this injuſtice clears 

He ceas d, and till Sabriua's ſhame ace, 
Nor one accuſing word her fraud reveals. 4 | 
Now to a damp unwholſome vault convey'd, ki 4 
Joſeph in ignominious « chains is laid. \F 
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BOOK. VII. l 
An ange! viſits Joſeph in priſon, and in a prophetic vifn © | — { 
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ſhews him his own advancement, and the ſuture fate 
of his father's poſterity, thiir bondage and miraculous 
deliverance. - The keeper of the ward convinced of || 

I ofeph's innocence, treats — with great gam. The © 
dreams of his fellow * and Yoſepls interpre® © - 


tation. | 


, AS night, mn now advane'd the ſolemn hour 3 1 808 
The keeper of the priſon, from his towr, 4 | 
Aſtoniſh'd, ſees a form divinely bright, * 
Smile thro' the ſhades, and diſſipate the night; a «i 
With Kreaming ſplendor eroeing all the way, | 
It enters where the ne- come pris ner lay. ' 
Some God, he cries, who innocence defends, 
Some Gad in that propitious light deſcends. 
This ſtranger Cure, whate'er the fact can be, 
Alledg'd agalnſt him, from the gullt is free. | 
The ſacred yifion to the youth appears, 
His ſpirits with celeſtial fragrance cheers, 
His heav'nly ſmiles would ev*n deſpair controul, | 


And with immortal rapture fill the ſoul; ; . 1 
Hu youthful brows a fair tiara — 
8 — none * dona | 

rd high wt —— — "he 
— — arg never wore, | 


Sprinkled with gold, and ſhading purple oder. 
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| Beneficent his aſpect and addreſs, 
| His lips feraphic harmony expreſs; 
His voice might ſtay the invading fleep of death, 
3 While theſe ſoft words flow from his balmy breath: 
#& Prom the uaclouded realms of day above, 
4 From endleſs pleaſures, and unbounded love, 
| H From painted fields deck'd with immortal flow*rs, 
lf 77 From bliſsful valleys, and etherial bow'rs, 
4 I I come commiſfion'd by peculiar grace, 
With great preſages to thy future race. . 
: This Gabriel ſpoke; the pious Hebrew's breaſt 
Prophetic flame and pow'r divine confeſt: 
An awful filence, and profound ſuſpence, 
Cloyd the tumu}tuous avenues of ſenſe; - 
The wor uly trance, each wand'ring thought con. 


Collecti the operations of the mind,. 
| While Gabriel all the inward ſcene deſigu d. 
| Before him, ralt'd to high dominion, all 
. Hu humble brethren in proftration fall; 
Hi joyful eyes again his father ſee,, 
He takes the bleſſing on his bended knee, 
Vaſtly in numbers Jacob's ſons encreas'd, . : 


Poor vaſſale by the Egyptians are difireſy'd, 

| And by a royal tyrant's yoke oppreſs'd. 

To heav'n they cry, an aid that never falle, 
Heav'n hears the cry, the potent pray'r prevails, 


A mighty prophet, by divine command, : 


| Does bold before the raging monarch ſtand, 
, Aud bringe his great credentials in his hand. 
l Acroſs the ground his wond'rous rod he throws; 

The rod transform'd a moving ſerpent grows, 

| | ns ſpeckled train, and o'er the pavement 
flows. 
Tf, A -dazuling train of miracles enſue, 
Which ſpeak the prophet, and his mien true. 
The ſprings, the anding lakes, and running flood, . 

Mu pow'rful word converts to reeking blood; 
The wounded billows ſtaln the verdant ſhore, 
Advancing flowly with a mournful row, 


= bes 
Infernal night her ſable wings extends, 
And from the black unbottom'd deep aſcends: + 


The ſeer denounces plagues on man and beaſt g 
Contagious torments ſogn the air infeſt ; 


Aloud he bids a ſudden tempeſt riſe, N 
On rapid wings the ſtorm obedient flies; . 
, Th? extending ſkies are rent from pole to pole, 


Blue lightnings flaſh, and dreadful thunders roll. 
Nor yet th? obdurate King the God reveres, 
. Whom ev'ry element obſequious fears; 
Till vengeful ſtrokes of pow'r confeſt divine, 
0 Wich clear, but terrible conviction ſhine. * 
The night was cover'd with unuſual dread, 
, While ev'ry ſtar maligyaat influence ſhed. 
Pale ſpectres thro' the ſtreets,of Zoan roam, 
From ſepulchres amazing echoes come ; 
While, like a flaming meteor, down the ſkies, 
With threat'ning ſpeed the fatal angel flies. 
Reluctant juftice, with a grace ſevere, 
Sits in his looks, and*triumphs in his air, 
A creſted helmet ſhades his awful brow, 
Behind his military veſture flows, b e 
And like an ev'ning's ruddy meteor glows. 

He graſps his ſword, unſheath'd for certain fate, 
Deſtruction, death, and terror on him wait: 
Mortal the ftroke, inviſible the- wound, 
| While dyinꝶ groans with mingled krieks refound, 
From houſe to houſe the dreadful rumour rung 


* While wretehed fathers mouth their firſt-bora ſons, 


The alarm'd Egyptians, at the break of dab, 
Hurry the facr6@&anuleitude away : 
But Pharaoh ſoon his daring fin renews, 
Blaſpheming loud the reſcu'd flaves puffoes; 
The fearful tribes ſtaud trembling on the ſhore, 
The foe behind, a raging ſea before, +» 

Their glorious chief extends his pow'rful wand; 

And gives the mighty fignal from the firand ; 

: Th” obedient waves the mighty ſignal take, 
And parting crowd the diſtant ſurges back; 
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Won either hand, like cryſtal hills, they riſe, 
"Detween a wide ſtupendous valley lies: 
| 5 With javfuſ ſuouts the grarefal Hebrews paſs; 
Nor does the harden'd-ſoe declite the chaſe; 
Ii beav'n's command the wat'ry chain diflolves, - 
And in the whelming deep their pride involves. 
While Ifrael thro*-the deſert take their way, 
) Led by a cloud which marches on by day; 
But reſting cheer'd th? encamping hoft by night, 
With lambent flame, and unexample& light. 
Where lofty Sinah Mades the neighd'ring plain, 
-  Commanded now the ſacred tribes remain; 
:, Prepar'd with myttic rites, to hear with uwe, 
Their Saviour God pronounce their future law : 
Cloſe bounds the mountain guard from all approach, 
At raſhly none the hallow'd place might touch. 
Reluctant ſee th? appointed morning riſe, 
And fiery ſplendors glow around the fkies, 
7% % While from th* etherial fummit God deſcends, 
[| | Beneath his feet rhe'ftarry convex hends.. ' 
? His radiant form majeſtic darknefs hides, 
White on the tempeM\% rapid wings he rides. 
' The trembling earth his awful prefence owng,. 
The fore? flames, the cleaviag deſert groans, 
Each river back his wand'ring current calls, . 
And ruſhing down the ſabterracean falls, 
| To the profouadeſt caves affrighted (lies, 
+ Reveald and bare each ſandy channel lies, 
Their ftately heads the ancient meupains fink, 
| And to a level with the vales would ſhrink ; 
' Again ſecure in their prinizeval beds, 
+ Beneath the waves would hide their fearful heade, 
Old Sinah quakes at the tremendous weight, 
I dat preſs d with awful feet his cloudy height z 
Obſcur'd with blackneſs, ſhades, and curling ſmokey- 
* 
f 
, 
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+ Prodigious lightnings from tie daikaeſs broke; 
While raging thunders round the welkin fly, 
1H' etherial trumpet ſounding loud and high. 
n 


% 


1 2424 J * 


Adoring low the pious nation bend, 
And now the ſolemn voice of God attend: 
The angel ſhifts the ſcene, and leaves the reſt , 
Iaimitable all, and not to be expreſs'd. 
Ihe curtain'd tabernacle next he paitits, 
Nor colours for the gay pavilion wants; 
- The golden altar, with attending prieſts, 
Their ſacred pomp, and inſlituted veſts. 
Then brings the favour'd tribes where Jordan flows, 
And all the well-known bordering land{kip ſhows. 4 hl 
An airy conqueſt on Bethoron's plain, N. 
The warlike ſons of Jacob now obtain: - I; 
Before the troops a glorious leader ſtands, 
A painted jav'lin balanc'd-in his hands; 
He boldly thus the rolling orbs commands: 
Thou ſun ! to lengthen this vitosious day, 
With ling'ring beams on lofty Gibeah ſtay: 
And thou, fair moon! retard thy haſty flight, 
And gild the vales of Ajalon at night, 
This ſaid, the flying army they purſue, 
And all the Amoreag kings o'erthrew. | 
The promis'd land entirely gain'd, they ſpread 
Their peaceful dwellings round Moriah's head. 
But with the night the pleaſing viſion flies; 


Gabriel unſeal'd the youthful prophet's eyes, 2 

His ſenſes from the heav'nly trance releas d, N 
And all the facred agitation ceas'd. 6, bf 1 

The thoughtful keeper early to the vault 10.4.0" 
Deſcends, and thence the injur'd pris'ner drovghe) © . 


Treats him with Kindneſs, aud & juſt regard, 


* 
3 ' 
* 


And gave him all the freedom of the ward. 1 

Of Pharaoh's ſervants two were here detain'd, „ 
The ſteward, who his table did command, TIM + 
With him that fill'd the royal cup with wine; 3 % 


Suſpected both as traitors in deſign, 
Joſeph, obſerving a dejefted-aiÞ 3 
Sat heavy in their eyes, with friendly care 4. 
Enquires the cauſe, which freely both reveal, ” 
Myſterious dreams of the paſt night they tell. = | 
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| And thus the firſt —Methought a-goodly vine 3 
Grew up, unprop'd, three waving branches ſhine 5 | 


Wien purple grapes, and to my hand incline : 
+ Tpreſfsd the 1 fruit without controul, 


Wich direfal croakings ſnatch'd the food away. 
| . - Unhappy man! thy dream from Godivh ſeue, 


Then gave to Pharaoh's hand the flowing bowl, s 

The next begins: I hree caniſters replete 2 

1k Wich royal viands, and luxurious meat, | » DA 
b Oppreſs'd my droeping head, while birds of prey I 


The Hebrew ſaid, and full of black portgwet 
The third returning day ſhall bring «hy doom, 
- When thou a prey to vultures ſhalt become. 
Then to the firſt, theſe joyful comments ſound ; 
Before the ſun has twice fulfill'd his round, 3 
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15 7 Thou with thy former honours ſhalt be crown'd. 

97 But ini the triumph of thy proſp'rous fate, 2 
"my Kindly remember my unhappy ſtate, os 

A Who by the blackeft falſhood here am ftay'd; , 

* To this the man a courtier's promiſe made. 
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ver- miftreſs languifhes in ſorrow and remorſe for l- 
ol | treachery : which ſhe confeſſes in the agonies of death. 
MJ” — Pharaotisprophetic dreams interpreted by Joſeph. His a 
M1 grandeur aud marriage with oh bebe of an Eg yp» 
TT rtianprich. | 
1 1 Br now Sabrinaꝰs guilty fire returns, 
5 Her boſom with her raging paſſion burns; 
She with a female tenderneſs relents, 
And all her former cruelty repents, 
By her accus'd, in chaing the captive lies, 
For whom ſhe fondly languiſhes aud dies, . N 
Jormented, and enrag'd, ſhe often curſt * 
Ker pride, her folly, and revengeful luſt, . 
| * Ma 


* N 


. Yer in her treach*rous crime obdurate ſyll. 


To Potiphar the hidden truth ſhe tell, ** 


Perpetual darknefs ſwims before my eyes. 


Till fate the period of his freedom brought. * 
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A deep remorſe, from conſcious 6f her fin, | 
With conftant horrors vex her ſoul within. | 
Her thoughts ten thouſand racking torments feel, | 


_ 


Her life and youthfuſ fpirits melt away, 
Her beauty withers with a ſwift decay: 
By day ſhe wildly raves; conſumes the night ; $i 
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In thoughtleſs watchings, and imagin'd fright ; 

While airy terrors glide before her ſight. | 
Pale ghoſts,Sitht-wide diſtorted eye - balls ſtare, 
And burning Mectres thro? the darkneſs glare. | 
Till forc'd by fate, and torments more intenſe, "753" Yau 
To vindicate ſuſpected innocence, RT. 
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And all the faithleſs myftery reveals. 1 
And now he comes —inſulting death! ſhe cries, ' 


If there are Gods that human things regard, 
My monſtrous crimes will meet a juſt reward. | 4 
Oh ſacred virtue ! at thine awful name . Wer 
I ſtart, and all my former thoughts diſclaim z 1 
For thou art no fantaſtic empty thing, * 
From thee alone unmingled pleaſuresſpring. 
The world, the boundlefs univerſe I'd give, 
My firſt unblemiſh*d honour to rettieve: 
'Tis vainly wi{ld to ſome ſtrange realms below, 
Some dark uncomfortable coaſts I go. | 

She ſpoke, and gaſping in the pangs of death, . 
With ling'ring agonies refign'd her breath: 
While Joſeph by the conrtier was forgot ; 


1 


Th' Egyptian monarch from a ſhort repoſe, 
And troubled viſions, with the morning roſe. 3 
T explain the doubtful omens in his breaſt, | 
He ſummons ev'ry planetary prieſt : 

Their orders which to difrent#fiars belong, 
Were ſoon aſſembled, a ſurprifing throng; 
Sullen their looks, and varied was their veſt, 
A wild devotion thro' the whole expreſs'd. 


* 
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One wore a mantle of a leaden hue, 8 . 


Trailing behind a ſweeping leagth it drew; © 
With poppies, aconite, and hellebore, O | 
Mandrake, and nightſhade, ſtrangely figur'd 1 


A treble twiſt of ſerpents curling round, 


With monſtrous ornament the foldings bound. 


With ſome a verdaat foreſt ſeem'd to move, 
Their flowing robes with palmy branches wove. 
With panthers, bears, and every ſavage beaſt 
Expreſsd in lively colours, fome were dreſs d. 
On others eagles ſpread their wings, on ſome 
Appear'd the oftrich's hieroglyphic plume ; 
While others wore a painted crocodile, 

With all the monſtrons progeny of Nile. 

Naſar, a youth vow'd to the morning-ſtar, 


Wich budding roſes had adorn'd his hair, 


His raiment of ineſtimable coſt f 

Glitter'd with pearl, an imitated froſt. 
O'erſpread with landſkips wrought in miniature, 
Surpriſing ſTenes the raviſh'd fight allure : 
Clear fountains, flow'ry walks, and myrtle groves, 
Peacocks with gaudy trains, and ſhining doves. 


The prince with anxious looks relates his dreams, 


The doubtful ſages ſearch their heav'nly ſchemes : 
But all their ſtars were mute, the meaning flies 
In trackyJeſs darkneſs, aud obſcure diſguiſe, 

1 he bearer of the cup did now reflect 
On his paſt danger and his baſe neglect; 
And thus his royal maſter he addreſt ; 
Be Pharaoh's bounty, and my guilt confeſt. 
When with my fellow criminal detain'd, 
We by thy juſtice in the ward remain'd, 
A Hebrew youth, unjuſtly there coofin'd, _ 
From nightly omens which perplex'd the mind, 
With clear conviction did our lot unfold ; 
My honour, and the ſteward's doom foretold, 
Amidf the ſolemn darkneſs of the night, 
His cell has gliter'd with etherial light; 
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For highly favour'd by. the immortal God-, | 
To viſit him they left their bright abodes. \ . 
Joſeph, unfetter'd, they from priſon bring, 1 
By heav'n inſpir'd, he ſtauds before the king; *. 
| Who thus repeats his dream: Methought ] ſtood " 8 (Nt 
3 On the fair borders of our ſacred flood: 1 
While, curious, I furvey'd the ſpreading fream, 42 
Seven bulky oxen from the river came, "0. 
Fit and well-favour'd : o'er the verdant mead 4 
They proudly rang'd, and on the paſture feed: * 
When juſt their number roſe, of aſpect ſour, | 5.4}; 
IIl-chap'd, and meagre, who the firſt devour. | Wes 
, The ſcene was chang'd, when ſpringing in my walk, bh 
Seven blades of corn adorn'd one bending ſtalk, WF - 
| Ripen'd and full ; when lo! a ſecond rears F's Þ 
| His blafted top, with ſeven unfruitful ears; 1 
[ , This ſwallowed greedily the former fidre, 
| : As the lean oxen did the fat before. 
: 
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I woke with great anxiety oppreſs'd, - 
1 0 And for the meaning ev'ry God addrefs'd. 
The Almighty God o'er earth and ſkies ſupreme, 
The youthful prophet cries, has ſent this dream 7 
To Pharaoh, which diſcovers future things ; 7 
What changes on the world his pleaſure brings. 


With one intent the ſacred viſion came, ef” 
Of both the hidden meaning is the ſame. . | PS ir 
Seven plenteous years begin their joyful round, % y 


The fields with boundleſs harveſts ſhall be crown'd ; F 
Then ſeven unproſp'rous years ſhall theſe devour, * 
And leave no remnant of the former ſtore. 
But that the pEople and the king may live, 
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This counſel heav'n commiffions me to give, Thee.) 
| That waſteful luxury ſhould be reſtrain'd, 1 
3 And wife intendants thro? the realm ordaind: 1 
| Let theſe againſt the threat'ning ill provide, ; 4 
g Lay up the corn, and o'er the ſtores preſide, 1 
| . This youth by ſome propitious pow'r was ſent, 1 
The prince replies, our ruin to prevent: 3 1 
13 Then bids them an imperial veſtment bring, 14 
0 And from his finger draws a coſily ring; 1 
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And this, he faid, a ſacred pledge ſhall be 
ö Of thoſe bright honours I reſerve for thee. 
My pow'r, my kingdbm, I to thee reſign, 
-  } © + The fov*reign title only ſhall be mine: 
4 To thee my nobleſt favourites ſhall bow, 
Our guardian god, our great preſerver thou! 
His ſecond chariot then the king ordains 
| $hould de prepar'd: white ſteeds with ſcarlet reins 
The triumph drew; they champ the golden bit, 
And ſpurn the duſty ground with airy feet. 
On high with princely pomp the youth was plac'd, 
Wich marks of pow'r, and regal enfigns grac'd. 
Gap heralds, bow the knee, before him cry, 
I The crowd adore him as he paſſes by: 
Nor here the royal favoprs were confin'd, 
Great Pharaoh's daughter is his bride deſign'd. 
> The night had twice in ſable triumph reigu d, 
And twice the circling light its empire gain'd; 
- When from his high apartment Joſeph ſees 
A lofty temple through the waving trees, 
To Ifis vow'd: He from the gilded dome 
1 - Raviſh'd beheld a beauteous virgin come. 
An artleſs modeſty improves her face, 
An elegant reſerve, and matchleſs grace, 
A roſy tiacture in her cheeks appears, 
Lovely as that the blooming morning wears : 
+, Her eyes a ſprightly blue; ber length of hair 
Diſheverd hung, like threads of filver fair. . 
+ Long firings of jet and pearl, in mingled twiſts, 
Adorn'd her well-ſhap'd neck, and lender wriſts. 
Her robes were heav*nly azure, ſprinkled o'er 
With ftars; a creſcent on her breaſt ſhe wore. 
I be wounded Hebrew for the virgin figh'd, 
And felt a growing paſſion yet untry'd: 
Her lovely image, on his mind impreſs'd, 
Had fix'd her empire in his yielding breaſt, 
But oh! what anguiſh did his ſoul invade, 
When he was told, the lov'd enchanting maid 
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At Ifis' holy ſhrine devoutly bow'd, 
A virgia prieſteſs to the goddeſs vow'd? 


This, this, he cry'd, muft all my hopes confound, 


Helpleſs my grief, incurable my wound 
Meantime the fame uncontradicted goes, 
That he th' Egyptian princeſs muſt eſpouſe. 


Pain'd and diſtreſs'd, he hears the ſpreading news, 


And dreads the offer, which he muſt refuſe, 
Or with diſſembled vows the imperial maid abuſe, 
Aſenah's pow'r (that was the priefieſs* name) 
Would in his breaſt admit no rival flame. 

The royal maid no leſs unhappy prov'd, 
Who long illuſtrious Orramel ha lov'd ; 
An Ethiopian prince, whoſe faultleſs face, 
Aud ſhape exceeded all the tawny race. 
His features nobly turn'd, his piercing eyes 
Sparkled lire ftars amidſt the gloomy ſkies ; 
At once they dazzled, and engag'd the fight 
With awful luſtre, and imperious light. 
Black as a tiduight cloud, his yielding hair 
In eaſy curls waves to the gentle air. 

T he princeſt, pain'd with ſecret diſcontent, 
Her father's purpoſe labours to prevent ; 
In vain ! the king obſtructs her young deſires, 
But 6rf the pleaſure of the Gods enquires, 

Juft Potiphera, an unblemiſh'd prieſt, 
His piety ſncere, but ill addreſs'd, 
While fragrant incenſe round the temple ſmokes, 
Ofiris from the monarch he invokes, 
The fiends, jn hopes co craſs the great deſign, 
And awful will of providence divine, 
With penalt.es forbid the king's intent, 
The Hebre's future greatneſs to prevent: 
Then nam'd the fair Aſenah for his bride, 
And blindly with ereroal tate comply'd: 
Egecting heav'n's predeſtinated ends, 
While Joſeph's ruin envious hell intends ; 
Nor doubts the young idolatreſs would prove 
His ſnare, and — ſeduce him with her love. 
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The prieft, yet trembling, near the altar ſtands, | 
And dreads the ſacrilege the God commands, R 
My daughter nam'd! he cries, to Ifis vow'd 72 


By myſtic rites, whicH no reverſe allow'd! 

It muſt be ſo!——The Gods pronounce it fit, 

The prieſt his will, the King muſt bis ſubmit. 

* The maid reluctant leaves the holy ſhrine, 

But yields obedience to the pow'rs divine. , 

The gift as heav'n's the joyful youth regards, » 

Which thus bright vi-:ne crowns, and ſacred truth re» 
wards, 
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BOOK IX. 


The ſeven plenteous years ; with the enſuing years of 
ſcarcity. Joſephs character as regent over the land 
of Eg ypt. Facob diftre/t uith the famine ſends his 
Jons thither for corn. Foſeph diſcovers his brethren, 


but is unknown of them. Pretends to ſuſpect them as 


public ſpies, and heeps them three days in priſon ; at 
laſt ſends them back, with a charge to bring their young | 
er brother with them, and detains Simeon as an hnſta ge 
fill their return. 


HE jo@ad years, with ſmiling plenty crown'd, 
In ſhining circles, now advanc'd their round: 

Unbounded crops reward the reaper's toil, 
And ruftic pleaſures cheer the banks of Nile, 
The Hebrew, late advanc'd by royal grace, 
With dignity and ſplendor fills his place, 
Still watthful for the public good, with care 
Reftrains exceſs by penalties ſevere, | 
While juflice, truth, and temp'rate virtue, reign'd 
Amidii the height of plenty thro' the land: 
His prudent ſway, the grateful people bleſs 
In all the calm ſerenity of peace, 

But ſoon the ſmiling years their period run, 
A gloomy ra now its courſe begun: 
; _ Ms F 
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A virgin prieſteſs to the goddeſs vow'd? 
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At Ifis' holy ſhrine devoutly bow'd, 


This, this, he cry'd, muſt all my hopes confound, * 
Helpleſs my grief, incurable my wound | 
Meaatime the fame uncontradicted goes, || 
That he th' Egyptian princeſs muſt eſpouſe. | 
Pain'd and diſtreſs'd, he hears the ſpreading news, + 
And dreads the offer, which he muſt refuſe, : { 
Or with diſſembled vows the imperial maid abuſe, f 
Aſenah's pow'r (that was the pt eſteſs“ name) 
Would in his breaſt admit no rival flame. 
The royal maid no leſs unhappy prov'd, 
Who long illuſtrious Orramel ha lov'd ; 
An Ethiopian prince, whoſe fauitleſs face, | 
Aud ſhape exceeded all the tawny race. 
His features nobly turn'd, his piercing eyes | 7 
Sparkled live ſtars amid the gloomy ſkies ; : 
At once they dazzled, and engag'd the fight 
With awful luftre, aud imperious light. | 
Black as a twidcight cloud, his yielding hair 1 
In eaſy curls waves to the gentle air. 
T he princeſs, paia'd with ſecret diſcontent, 
Her father': nurpoſe lahours to prevent ; 
In vain ! the king obſtrudis her young defires, 
But 6r? the pleaſure of the Gods enquires, 
Juſt Potiphera, au unblemiſh'd prieſt, 
His piety hncere, but ill addreſs'd, 
While fragrant incenſe round the temple ſmokes, 
Ofiris from the monarch he invokes, 
The fiends, in hopes to craſs the great deſign, 
And awful wi of providence divine, 
With penalt.es forbid the King's intent, 
The Hebre'.'s future greatneſs to prevent: h 
Then nam'd the fair Aſenah for his bride, : vi 
And blindly with ererual tate comply'd: * 
Egecting heav'n's predeſtinated ends, 
While Joſeph's ruin envious hell intends; 
Nor doubts the young idolatreſs would prove . 
His ſnare, and ſoon ſeduce him with her love, 
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The prieft, yet trembling, near the altar ſtands, 
And dreads the ſacrilege the God commands, 
My daughter nam'd! he cries, to Ifis vow'd 
By myſtic rites, which no Teverſe allow d 
It muſt be ſo!——The Gods pronounce it fit, 
The prieſt his will, the king muſt bis ſubmit. 
The maid reluctant leaves the holy ſhrine, 
But yields obedience to the pow'rs divine. : 
The gift as heav'n's the joyful youth regards, 
Which thus bright virtue crowns, and ſacred truth re 

wards, 
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BOOK IX. 


The ſeven plenteous years 5 with the enſuing years of 
Searcity. Yoſeph*s character as regent over the land 
of Eg ypt. Jacob diſftre/t with the famine ſends his 
ons thither for corn, Foſeph diſcovers his brethren, 

but is unknown of them. Pretends to ſu uſpect them as 

public ſpies, and lecps them three days in friſon ; at 

1057 ſends them back, with a charge to bring their young- 

er brother with them, and detains Simeon as an hoſtage 
till their return. 


HE jocund years, with ſmiling plenty a 
In ſhining circles, now advanc'd their round: 

Unbounded crops reward the reaper's toil, 
And ruſtic pleaſures cheer the banks of Nile, 
The Hebrew, late advanc'd by royal grace, 
With dignity and ſplendor fills his place, 
Still watthful for the public good, with care 
Reftrains exceſs by penalties ſevere, 
4 While juſſ ice, truth, and temp'rate virtue, reign'd 
Ny Amidi the height of plenty thro” the land: 
| His prudent ſway, the grateful people bleſs 
In all the calm ſerenity of peace, 

But ſoon the ſmiling years their period run, 
A gloomy #ra now its courſe begua ; 
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Pale famine comes, with her malignant train, 


Dries up the ſprings, and taints the fertile plain; 
The trees decay, each flow'r, and balmy plant 
Pine at their roots, and vital hnmour want: 

No pearly moifture on the meadow lies, 

To fan the air no gentle breezes riſe. + 

Ihe languid moon ſheds from her ſilent ſphere 
No cooling dews, the thirfty earth to cheer. 

A ſultry night enſues a ſcorching day; 

While diſmal figns the fiery clouds difplay. 

Nor Egypt mourns alone her blaſted ground, 
Pale famine ſtalks thro? all the regions round: 
Moriah's plain, and Hermon“ flow'ry hill, 
Wither'd and bare, the hot contagion feel: 

That fertile climate, by peculiar grace, 

Deſign'd the lot of Abraham's future race. 
Where long with peace, and fatal plenty gay, 
The pagan princes bore imperial ſway, 

Their crimes not full — While Jacob ſojourn'd here: 
A firanger, as his great forefathers were: 

The common fate he ſhares, with famine pre ſe d, 
And for his num'rous family diftreſs'd : 

He ſends his ſons, by heav'uly conduct led, 

To Egypt's plenteous granaries, for bread: 
Domeſtic wants require their utmoſt haſte, , 
And Zion's regal tow'rs they reach at laſt, 

With ſoft Aſſyria, now in all her pride . 
Of wealth and grandeur Pharaoh's palace vy'dt 
More honour'd ſtill the rifing fav'rite grew, p 
No bounds his royal maſter's Kindneſs knew 
His graceful perſon, charming to the ſight, 
Majeflic, yet more mild than morning light: 

His virtues every grateful tongue employ, 

Ihe people's boaſt, their wonder, and their oy. 
All" private views were to his ſonl noknown, 

He made the Kingdom's welfare fill his on: 

Th oppreſſor wrongs, are by his power redreſi d, 
He guards the orphan, ſuccours the diftreſs'd, 

His fame to diſtant countries flies abroad, 

While Egypt names him as her guardian God, 
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Aſſiduous ſtill, bis officers attend 

Where neighd'ring ſlates their num'rous convoys ſendz 
Who for themſelves, and pining race implore 

The food of life from his abundant fiore., 

Among the foremoſt of the ſuppliant crowd 
The Hebrew ſwains with low ſubmiſſion bow'd ; 
With ftern-regard each kindred face he views, 
Their fight the late deteſted ſcene renews; 
Their parting malice and inhuman rage 
To juſt revenge his ſwelling thoughts engage. 

Long ſilent, in a gloomy pauſe he ſtands ; 

At laſt their country, buſineſs, name, demands. 
© My Lord, thy ſervants (with a modeſt grace, 
Judah replies) are all of Hebrew race: 
Twelve brethren late, a joyful father's boaſt, 
Till one, by ſome unhappy chance was loſt; 
1he youngeſt with his aged fire remains 
The darling, which his drooping life ſuſtains: . 
To purchaſe corn we come, our failing breath 
And infant race, to ſave from ling'ring death. 
1 hy tale (he ſaid) unfolds ifs own diſguiſe, 
By Pharaoh's ſacred Jife, you all are ſpies: 
1 hen to the guards with flern command he turns, 
While yet reſentment in his boſom burns; 
In cloſe confinement be theſe men retain'd, 
Till we ſome knowledge of the plot have gain'd, 

With juſt remorſe and ſecret horror ſlruck, 
The conſcious Hebrews at each other look, 

In foreign acceits, to the guards unknown, 
Their length of worepented fin they own z 
Joſeph, not yet withdtawn, their language heart, 
And haſtes away to hide the guſhing tears, 

Oh! we are guilty of our brother's blood, 
Tho! hedv'n th! jntended fratricide withiiood : 
With unrelenting haſte, for ſordid gold, 

Ihe gent e youth to Medlanites we ſold 

A ave, and ſuch perhaps he fiill may live; 

Almighty Gd, 10 monſtrous crime forgive! 
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Unmov'd we ſaw the anguiſh of his breaſt, 
In monraful looks, and flowing tears egxpreſt; 
Unmov'd, and loft to nature, virtue, ſenſe, 
Unmov'd we heard his tender eloquence. 
Such beauty, innocence, and blooming grace 
Would have ſubdu'd in wilds a ſavage face, 
What caves, what dungeons, ſhould ſuch monfters hide, 
We ſtand condemn'd, and hedv'n is juſtify d. 

When Reuben, who the barb'rous fact diſclaim'd, 
In theſe ſad terms their former malice blam'd; 
Would heav'n your flowing tears might waſh away 
The bloody ſtains of that deteſied day; 1 
Its horror, with eternal grief, I trace; a 
The ſoft impreſſion of my brother's face 
Dwells on my heart, the tragic ſcene I view, 

The mournful object is for ever new. 
Methinks I ſee the anguiſh, the furpriſe, 

The melting ſorrow jn his lovely eyes, 

While kneeling, pleading all the tender claims 
Of kindred bldcd, he fingly catl'd your names, 
And one by one invok/d—what pow'r 1 had 
Was all employ'd to fave the guiltleſs lad. 

His f:lia! love, and goodnefs free from art, 
Touch'd every tender motion in my heart, 
Whea for his drooping father's hoary age 

He try'd your ſoft compaſſion to engage: 

T hear his cries, while round his ſuppliant hands, 
Without remorſe, you ty'd the cruel bands; 
My ſoul is wounded with the farewe! groan, 
When to the yawning pit you forc'd him down, 

What hell:ſh frenzy did your boſoms fire 
Againſt ſuch youth and virtue to conſpire? | 
What was his mighty crime!——a childiſh dream, 

A ſleeping fancy's viſionary ſcheme: | 
His blood's aveng'd——while here we lie confin'd, 
Our wretched offspring are with famine pin'd, 

Their eldeſt brother's juſt reproach they own, | 
And humbly now addreſs th* eternal throne. | 
With penitence fincere they inly mourn, 

While thrice the day and tedious night retura, 
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Meantime the thoughtful regent in his breaſt 
The firſt vindictive motions had ſuppreſt, 
When early for the Hebrew train he ſends, 
And kindneſs in a ſtern difguiſe intengs ; 

/} Conducted to his preſence, proſtrate all 

([ As once their ſheaves before his ſheaf) they fall, 

# ¶ he pow'r that fits above the ſtars I fear 

+ (He ſaid) nor ſhall you find injuſtice hete, 


To prove that you have no clandeſtine view, 

Nor hoſtile aim, but are to honour true, 

43 One of your kindred number: left behind, 

1 Ih“ attending guards ſhall as an Raſtage bind; 

Secure from wrong the captive ſhall remain, 

Ik at fer limits you return again: LOT 

1 But be for ever exiles from the place, . 
1 Nor ever hope again 20 ſee my face, £ 
#7 Unleſs you bring yqur youngeſt brother hore, 


| 3 5 9 No more on Egypt's fatal coaſt appear; 


if De this a proof your words have no diſguiſe, * 
Or you, by Pharaoh's ſacred life, are ſpies, 

Alas, my lord, in tents thy ſervants fleep, 

. (The ſwains reply d hour herds and bleating ſheep 

23... Ingroſs out humble cares, no martial claims 


1. HT Diſturb our minds, no wild ambitious aims: 


Strangers to pompons courts, the how xy field, 
And tuneful grove, to,us their pleaſure yield 
} VUnenvy'd there, ſecure from noiſe and ftrife, * 
Jn harmleſs eaſe we ſpend a peateful lifez 


Our coſtlieſt banquets in ſome balmy ſhade, 


4 With nature's*fimple luxury ard made; 
No dreams of grandeur, no aſpiring thought, 
Thy ſervants to the Memphian limits brought; 
[+ Diftreſs'd with famine, to this friendly ſhore, 
* We came, your kind affiftance to implore. 
| This ſaid, they find themſelves diſmiſs'd at laſt 
? With full ſupplies, and to their country haſte, 

W ben ſcarce arriv'd before their Father's tent 
His buſy thoughts preſag*d ſome ſad event; 
The captive ſon was miſsg'd——— his fears t* expel, 
1h“ unpleafing truth in ſoothing words they tell, 


T 294 3 


Wich temper every circumſtance he hears, 

Till the fond prop of his declining years, 

His Benjamin, was nam d—— that cruel part, 

In ſpight of all their well-meant flatt'ring art, 

With piercing anguiſh wounds his inmoſt ſoul, 

No pleas of reaſon can'its fofce controul, 

His hoary head, with weighty ſorrow preſs'd,. 

Dejected ſunk upon his penſive breaft, 

The careful tray lers now their ſacks unty'd, 

Surpriz'd, the coin reftor'd again they ſpy'd. 
What can theſe myſt'ries mean, good Jacob ſaid, 

What fatal form is breaking o'er my head? 

Why is my life PRE of bliſs bereft! * 

Joſeph js not :>—-my ſingle comfort left, 

To diftant climes an exile you would bear, 

Againſt me all theſe ſad events appear; 

But know, the flame of life ſnall quit my heart 

Ere with the lovely blooming youth I part. 
Content we then muſt ſacrifice our lives, 

Our guiltleſs offspring, and our tender wives, 

(Judah replies) condemn'd to periſh here, 

And ne'er again on Egypt's coaſts appear : 

The man, the mighty ruler of the land, 

With eyes to heav'n addreſs'd, and lifted hand, 

The man proteſted with a ſolema grace, 

Not one of us ſhould ever ſee his face, 

Nor other proof.our innocence ſhould clear, 

Unleſs we brought our youngeſt brother there. 


And why would you that needleſs truth make known, 


Or that you had a younger brother own? 

The anxious parent ſaid. ——A las, could we, 
Reuben replies, the conſequence foreſee ? 
Or had the certainty been fully known, 
Could we, with ſpecious lies, the fact diſowu ? 
Or ſtraitly queſiion'd by a man ſo great, 
Conceal our public or domeſtic Rate ? 
Indeed he roughly talk d, but ſtill there broke 
Some ſecret pity through kis fierceſt look 
However dark the paſt events appear, 
We've nothing from ſuch clemency to fear 
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Where ber with eaſy ſtate he paſe'd along, 

His virtues echo'd through the ſhouting throng; 
Then why, my honour'd fire, theſe vain delays? 
Faternal cares 2 thouſand ſcruples raiſe ; 

Your Simeon bound, a flave unranſom'd lies, 
Our time's elaps'd, and we condemn'd for ſpies : 
Commit your darling to my faithful hand, 

Of me again the ſacred pledge demand. 0 
Iwo lovely boys, adorn'd with every grace, 
Secure I leave as ſureties in his place; 

Many negligence my honour ſtain, 


Without compaſſion let them both be ſlain. 
Half yielding now he ſtands their houſhould firaits, 


Judah with artleſs eloquence repeats. 

With fault'ring ſpeech, and anguiſh in his eyes, 
Then go in peace, the vanguiſh's patriarch cries ; 
Celeſtial providence your ſteps attend, 

And angel guards from every ill defend; 


With, doubled money for your corn advance, 


Perhaps the reſloration was a chance: 

But take ſome grateful preſent in your hand, 
The balmy products of your native land: 
And be th” eternal majeſty implor'd 


© (The God my great progenitors ador'd) 


To grant you favour in the ruler's fight, 


Aud bring your injur'd innocence to light: * 


But know, if miſchief ſhould the lad attend, 


© My hoary hairs down to the grave ye ſend. 


89 * . j c 


% 


. 
1 


t * 


2 * 


BOOK "pp r 


The Hebrews returnwith their youngef/t brother into Eg "ok \ 70 
Yoſeph treats them with great tinduſt and a ſplendid =» |} 
8 enter tainment ; but Hill he conceals his rilation to them, 
bY 3 cn, 
e - but the Reward, as commanded by his lord, ſecretly 
conveys a filver cup into Benjamin's ſack. After . 
they are gone out of the city, he prorſues and charges 
them 1with the pretended theft; and at laſt he finds it in ; 
Benjamin's jack, They return with con/ternation, 


. when Joſeph diſcovers himſelf to them. * 


HEIR father's bleſſing on their knees. they take, 
And now to Memphis quick advances make, 0 
Where ſafe arriv'd, but fearful of their doom, 
To Jofevh's ſteward haſtily they come, £ 5h 
Diſcloſe in humble terms their late miſtake, . ' 
And render doubl'd all the, money, back. . 
Your father's God (he ſaid) your coin reftor'd, l 
*T was juſtly paid, then leads them to his lord. 
Ir gifts, with proſtrate homage they preſent, 
His gracious ſmiles their riſing doubts prevent : 
F orgetful of himſelf, with eager haſte, 
He forward ſiept, and Benjamin embrac'd: 
His heart expands with ſympathetic joy, 
While in his arms he folds the wond'ring boy; 
Fond nature firuggles with the vain diſguiſe, 
A brother ſparkles in his radiant eyes: 
Scarce all his grandeur from the gentle youth 
(With mutual gapture touch'd) conceals the truth; 
And half diſclòs'd the kindred ſoul appears, k Iv 
Till Joſeph flies to hide the ſwelling tears, 
That melting love and ſoft ſurprize excite, 
But recollected, ſoon returns in fight. 
Conducts them now into a ſpacious hall 
Where well-bora ſlaves, obſequious to the call, 
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aur, with artful care, 


To 


A ſplendid banqvet iuſtantly prepare; 
Embroider'd carpets cover all the ground, 


While fragrant giatments ſpread their odours round, 
Large 6lver layers, with officious care, 
1 he gay attendants round the circle bear, 
And now with. coftly fare and ſparkling wine 
Of various ſorts, the loaded tables ſhine, - 
Beneath a glittering canopy of ſtate, 
In Tyrian robes, the graceful regent ſat; 
With all the bounty of a royal feaſt 
He nobly entertains eh Hebrew gveſt: 
Their hoſtage freed the mutual joy completes, 
Ja order plac'd, they take their deſiin's ſeats : 
With ſprightly wines, and ſocial-copvyerſe gay, 


In guiltleſs mirth they fpend the fleeting day... 


In calm repoſe ſupinely paſt the night, * 
Till rifing with the morning's roſy ligt, >» 
They haſte away, with full proviſions ſtor d, 

In every ſack (as order'd by his lord) | 

Their coin, the ſteward ſecretly conyey'd, _ 

A filver cup in Benjamin was laid. 

Secure the ſuburbs utmoſt bounds were paſt, 
When with a feign'd concern and anxious haſte, 

He overtakes the hindmoſt of the train, 
And thus accoſts them in an angry ſtrain: 

How could you thus, ungrateful aad unjuſt, 

Againſt the rules of hoſpitable truſt, 
Combine, the conſecrated cup to ſteal, 
By which my lord does ſecret things reveal? 

With what firange meaning is thy language frapght, 
Surpriz'd, they cry, we're guiltleſs, even in thought, 
And by th' immortal God, we dare proteſt, 

Such black defigns are rangers to our breaſt ; 
Our coin unaſk'd exactly we reſtor d, 

How ſhould we then abuſe thy injur'd lord, 
And baſely gold, or filver, from him ſteal, 
While recent favours yet our thauks compel? 
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I ſuch enormous guilt our boſoms ſtain, 

Vaſlals for life thy ſervants ſhall N | | 
The wretch, convicted of a crime ſo high, i 

_ Unpity'd here before thy face ſhall die, ** 1 

Content, he ſaid, knd ſearch'd their burdens — 644 
At laft, the cup in Renjamin's was found: £2 
With wild deſpair, their. folding veſts they rent, 
And backward to the rpyal office went. 

The regeat here, but oh! how chang d, ey find, 
No more the mild, beneficent and ws 
But fiercely aking in an altep'd tone, 

What wrong is this your gtlilty hands have done? Ke 
You well might know, where are ſi and learning ſhine, 
A man like me muſt certainly divine. b 12 

Profirate they fall, while Judah for the reſt, 1 
With mingled fighs their mutufi grief en preſs'd: | ot 

What can I ſay !——how mall thy ſervant ſpeak? 
Ia what pathetic words my fileace break? 

What energy of language ſhall 1 fd, 

To paint the wild diſtraction of my mind? 
Juſtice divine, with keen revenge begins - 

To reckon up our lengthen'd ſcore of fins; 
Our ſecret crimes, this rig'rous ſtroke demand; 
And ſel condemn'd, we here thy vaſlals ſtand. 

No. —cries the gracious regent, only be 
With whom the cup was found, my ſlave ſhall be; 
Return in peace, your needleſs fears reſign, 

This youth, a public criminal, is mine. 
When Judah thus (still gently drawing near) 
Be pleas'd, my lord, to lend a graciqus ear, 
While I the tender circumſtance ty 
And for my father's hoary age intreat, 
Two lovely boys, the pleaſure of his life, 
And only offipring of a beauteous wife, 
The elder branch by an untimely death, 
Snatch'd from his arma, long fince reſign'd his breath; 
Ide youngeſt, who does now his care engage, 


The ſingle prop ut his declining age, 
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The conftant theme of every ptreaſing thought, 


Your firi& command, my lord; has hither brought: 
Our fire (thy ſervant) long refusY to grant 
The preffing ſuit, till forc'd by meagre want, 
And juſt concern, to clear our injur'd truth, 
He to my conduct gave the gentle youth. 
But oh, what killing anguiſh pierc'd his heart, 


When thus compell'd with Benjamin to part: 


With all the eloquence that filial love 
Could e'er iuſpite to calm his fears I firove; 


But all in vain, on diſmal thoughts intent, 


If miſchief ſhould his blooming life prevent, 
My hoary hairs, he ſaid, with grief oppreſs d, 
Muft to the gloomy grave deſcend for teft. 
And 1, unhappy, whigher ſhall 1 go 


Toa ſhun that dark diſtractiug ſcene of woe? 


My father's wretchedneſs I cannot ſee, 
Depriv'd of every future joy by me; 
For I, with all the arguments I had, 


_ Became myſelf a ſurety for the lad, 


And muſt again the precious pledge reſtore, 


Or ſee my aged parent's face no more. 


My lord, you ſeem to have a tender heart, 


\ (Though ſometimes forc'd to act a rigorous part) 


This frſt, unfortunate offence forgive, 


Or let thy ſervant here a vaſlal live, 
A bond-Mlave in my youngeſt brother's ſtead, 


Condenin'd no more my native ſoil to tread, 
No longer Joſeph, could his tears controul, 

Or hide the ſoft emotions of his ſoul ; 

Relenting ſigns, the-watchful Hebrews ſaw, 


Ia haſte he bids th' attendants all withdraw. 


] am your brother Joſeph, then he cries, 
With tears and melting goodneſs in his eyes, 
That brother you 10 Midian merchants ſold 


+ On Dothan's plain——nor need the reſt be told. 


The cruel fact, alas, too well they knew, 


And, with diſorder'd looks, each other view, 


{ a6 J | 

He then demand how fares my honour'd fire? - 
Confus'd and mute they farther off ret re; 

A guilty ſhame on every face was ſpread. 

Come near, my brethren, then he mildly ſaid, 
Reflect not on yourſelves, with thoughts ſevere, 

It was not you, but God, that ſent me here; 

His goodneſs rul'd the circumſtance and'place, 
To ſave the ſtock of Abraham's ſacred race; 
Five years of cruel famine yet remain, 

While deſtitute of hope the careful ſwain, 

Shall neither ſow nor reap the burning foil, 
Untill'd ſhall lie, or mock his fruitleſs toil; 

But heav'n has ſent me here to ſave your lives, 
Your infant offspring, and your tender wives. 

Th' Egyptian king, in every virtue great, 
Ordains me ſecond ruler in the ſtate; 

The ſtrength, the pow'r, the wealth of all the land, 
Without reſtraint, are truſted to my hand. | 

Return, and in my father's cars relate 
The plenty, pomp, and grandeur of my ſtate; 

Tell him, I long his hoary age to 2 
And throw myſelf in raptures at his fee 
Let him come down to Goſhen's — airs 
His whole domeflic charge ſhall be my care. 

Diſmiſs your fears——this painful fileace break1 
You ſee a friend! you hear a brother ſpeak! _ 
Behold the tender motions of my heart, 

No more diſguiſed with grandeur, or with art! 
Regard me well, the Kindred features trace, 
You'll find the prints of nature in my face! 

Then claſping round his youngeſt brother's neck, 
No longer ſtrives the guſhing tears to check; 
The friendly ardour throws © diſguiſe, 
While nature ſits triumphant in his eyes; 
Nor leſs delight tranſports the gentle youth, 
Replete with goodneſs, innocence and truth; 
In mutual ſympathy their ſouls were ty'd, 
And more by virtue than by birth ally d. 
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galuting then the reſt, with mild addrefs, | 
, He clears their doubts and ſoftens their diſtreſs; 
Converſing freely, now they quit-their fears, 
While Pharaoh, pleas'd the new adventure hears; 
And in his clemency and royal grace, - . 


| 
' 
Commands the viceroy ſome ſelected place ' 
Should be affign'd, on Goſhen's rich champaign, 

- | 


| His father's num'rous charge to entertain. 
* The regent now, impatient of delay, 
Wich coftly preſents ſends the men away, 
But with a ſparkling Babylonian veſt, . 
His youngeſt friend was grac'd above the reft, 
Make haſte, he ſaid, to bring my father down, 
Tell him I live, and be my greatneſs known; 
Take waggons for convenience on the way, 
Your wives and helpleſs children to convey 
Nor care to gather up your ngedleſs ſtores, 
The wealth of Zoan's plenteous land is yours. 
At Hebron ſoon their ſpeedy journey ends, 
The good old man their coming now attends ; 
Where ſcarce arriv'd, at once they all relate 
The welcome news of Joſeph's protp'rous ſtate. 
Why would you mock my woe with airy ſchemes, 
(He fainting ſaid) of gay fantaſtic dreams? 
But ſoon the loaded carriages appear, 

.Recal his life, his drooping ſpirits cheer. 
My Joſeph lives! (tranſporting truth) he cries, 
PI! ſee his face and cloſe my aged eyes: | 
Content, refign theſe poor remains of breath, 

And gently reſt in the calm ſhades of death. 
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